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iTHE traced 

OF HAMLE'r'^ 



Enter "Bittutdo and VtinciCcOftwe Sentinels* 



Ar. Whos there? 

Nay anfwer me, ftand and unfold your felfc. 
Long live the King. 
r<*w. Barnardo ? 

Bar.Hee^ 

Fran. You come moft carefully upon your hours. 

Bar. Tis now ftrooke twelve : get thee to bed Francifce, 

Fran. For this reliefe much thanks, ’tis bitter cold. 

And I am ficke at heart. 
j5<«r. Have you had quiet guard } 

Fran. Not a moufe flirting. 

Well, goodnight : 

If you doe meet Horatio and Marcelltts, 

The rivalls of my watch, bid them make hafte. 

Enter Horatio and Mar ce Ilia . 

Fran. J thinke I heare them. Stand ho ; who is there ? 
JYw4.Friends to this ground. 

Mar . And Liegemen to the Dane. 

, A % FrAn. 
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The Tragedy of Vimiht 

Give you good night. 

O farewell honeft fouldiers ! who hath relieved you > 

Bar, Sayjwhat is Horatio thete ? 

A peece of him. 

And win not let beliefe take hold of him, .i. 

Touching this dreaded Ught twicefeeneoftiS; 

Therefore I have entreated him along. 

With us to watch the minutes of this night. 

i hat ifagainethis apparition come. 

He may approve our eyes and fpeake toit^ 

Hora. Tufli, tulh, ’twill not appeare. 

Bar. Sit downe a while, 

^nd let us once againe aflaile your eares 
That are lb fortified againft our jftory. 

What we have two nights feene. 

/ftfr-*. Well, fit we downe. 

And let us heare Bamardo Ipeake ofthio 
Bar.Ud night of all, ^ 

When TOndfamcflat that's WedwardfromthePofe 
Had made htscort 

XA t . B»terGhoft. 

^r. ^3<^^breake thee off, looke where it comes acaine’ 

in the fame figute, like the Kingthat's dad ® 
^^r.SpeaketQitAr«ra?r/fl. ! 

In wh^ch the Majefiy of buried 

Did 



Prince of Den markc. 

Did Ibmetimes march ? by heaven I charge thee Ipeake. 
Mar. It is offended. 

Bar. See it ftalkes away. 

Hor. Stay, Ipe^e, Ipeake, I charge thee Ipeake. 

Exit Ghofi. 

' ’fis gone and willnot anlwer. 

Bar. Row now ? youtremble and looke pale ; 

Is not this Ibmething more than phantafie ? 

What thinke you of it ?: 

Hora.^ofote myGod I might not this belceve, 
Without the lenfibleand true avdueff / ■ ' . . ■ ■ / 

Ofmineowne eyes. • ' ' ' V 

Is it not like the King? * 

Afor. As thou art to thy felfe :: 

Suchwas the very armour hehadom 

When he th’ ambitious Norway combated. ; 

So frown’d he once , when in an angry Parle 
Hefootethefleaded Pollaxontheice. 
ijs flrange. 

before, and jumpe at this fame houre, 
Wm martial J ftaJke hath he gone by our watch. 

Hora. In wl^t particular thought to worke I know not, 

Tk • T J ^°P® 

I nis bodes Ibme firange eruption to our Stare. 

w», fir downe, and tell me hethat knowes^. 

Why this lame ftri6l and moft obfervant watch 
So nightly toiles the fuBjedi of the land. 

And With fuefa daily coft of brafen Cannon, 

And forraine Mart for implements of warre ? ' 

Aip-wrights. whofeforet^ske 
^es not A vide the Sunday from the weeke? ^ 

r>ni-h'^ "’'gfir be tovvard, that this fweaty hafte 
Who ^2y .? 

Whoistthatcaninformeme? 

-W>r4. That can I : 

Our lafi King, , 

Whole image evenbut now appear’d tous, 

> Fort mhr^fe of No 



Thereto 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 

Thereto prkkt on by a moft emulate pride. 

Dat’d to the combate ; in which our valianc /Z^w/^f, 
(For lb this fide ofour knowne world efieem’d him) 
Did flay this Vortinbraj[e , who by a feal’d compad, 
W ell ratified by Law and heraldry. 

Did forfeit Cwith bis life) all thefe his linens 
W bich he flood leiz’d of, to the Conquerour ; ^ 
Againft the which a moity competent 
Was gaged by our King, which had returns 
To the inheritance of . ■ 

Had he bin vanquilht ; as by the fame co-mart» 

And carriage of the Articles defigne. 

His fell to Hamlet : now fir, young Fortinbraff'e, 

Of unimproved metall, hot, and full. 

Hath in the skirts c/tNoirtvay here and there 
Sbarkt up a lifl of lawlefle relblutes, 

For food and diet to Ibme enterprile 
That hath a ftomackein’t ,which no other 
As it doth well appeare unto our ftate, 

But to recover of us by Rrong hand 
And tearmes compulfatory,tholeforelaid lands 
So by his father loft ; and this I take it 
Is the maine motive of our preparations. 

The Iburce of this our watch, and the chiefe head 
Of this pofte hafte, and romeage in the land. 

Bar. I thinkeit be no other but even lb 
Well may it fort that this portentous figure 
Comes armed through our watch lb like the King 

That was and is the queftion ofthelewarres. 

A mote it is to trouble the mindes eye. 

In the moft high and palmy flare of Rome, 

A little ere the mightieft Julius fell. 

The graves flood tenantlelTe , and the Ibccted dead 
Did Iqueakeand gibber in the Roman ftreets, 

*^*^ 2 ines of fire,and dewes ofblood, 
Dilafters in the funne,and the mbift ftarre. 

Upon whofe influence Nepmes Empire Hands, 
Was ficke almoft to Doornefday with cclip&. 



And I 



iPrinee of Dcnmarkc. 

And even the like precurfe of fierce events. 

As harbingers preceding ftill thefates 
And Prologue to the Omen comming on, 

Have heaven and earth together demonftrated 
Unto our Climatures and Countrimeh. 

EuterGhofi. 

But loft, behold / lo where it comes againe, 

IlecrolTe it though it blaft me : Stay illulion. 

If thou haft any found , or ufc of voice, 

Speake tome : -ifthere be any good thing to be donci, 

That may to thee doe eafe , and grace to me, 

Speake to me. 

If thou art privie to thy Countries fate. 

Which happely foreknowing may avoid, 

0 Ipeake ; 

Gr ifthou haft uphoorded in thy life 
Extorted treafurein the wombe of earth. 

For which they lay your Ipirits oft walkein death. The cocke 
Speake of it, flay and Ipeake ; flop it MarceUus* 

Mar. Shall I ftrike it with my partilan ? 

Dpe if it will not ftand. 

A^r.Tishere. 

Hsr.’Tishetje. 

B4ar’V\s gone. 

W e dpe it wrong , being lb Majefticall/ 

To offer it the Ihew of violence ; 

For it is as the aire, invulnerable. 

And our vaineblowes malicious mockery,. 

Bar. It was about to Ip. ake when the cocke crew.’ 

-And then it flatted, like a iiuiltythins 
Upon a fearefull liimmons : I have heard. 

The cocke, that is the trumpet to the morne. 

Doth With his lofty and fhrill founding throat 
Awake theGod ofday ; and at bis warning. 

Whether in fea or fire, in earth or aire, 

1 h extravagant and erring fpirit hyes 
Jo his confine ,• and of the truth herein 

J his prelent obj?(5l made probation. 
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The Tragedy of hiamlet 

Mar. It faded on the crowing of the cockd 
Some fay that ever 'gain(t that lea(on comesj 
W herein onr Saviours birth is celebrated. 

This bird of dawning fingeth all night long, 

And then they fay no fpirit dares ftirrc abroad. 

The nights are whollbme ; then no Planets ftrike,. , 

No Fairy takes, no witch hath power to charme j 

So hallowed and (b gracious is that time. 

Hor. So have I heard, and doe in part beleeveit : 

But looke, the mornc in rufTet mantle clad 
Walkes ore the dew of yon high Eaftward hill ; 

Breake we our watch up , and by my advice 
Let us impart what we haveleene to night 
Unto young Hamlet ; for dpon my life 

This Ipirit dumbe to us will Ipeake to him. 

Doe you confent we (hall acquaint him with it. 

As needfull in our loves, fitting our duty ? 

Mar.Lzi’s doo’t I pray ; and I this morning know 
Where we fiiall finde him moft convenient. Exem, 

Elourip}- Enter Claudttu King of DenmarkfiGfttradthe . 
QueeneiCoftnceU) as PoloniuSiandhis fonne haer- ' 
tes,HamletyCHmaliis. 

Claud. Though yet of Hamlet oiif deere brothers death 
The memory be greene, and that it us befitted 

T o beare our hear t s in griefe, and our whole Kingdome 
To be contraded in one brow of woe : 

Yet fo farre hath diicretion fought with nature. 

That we with wiieft ferrcw thhike on him, . * ^ 

Together with remembrance of our felves: ■ . 

Therefore our fometime Sifter, now our Queene, 

Th’ Imperiall joinrreffe to this warlikeState, 

Have we as ’twere with a defeated joy, . -■ 

Withanaulpiciousanda dropping eye, “ ' ’ ' ' 

With mirth in funerall, and with dirge inmarriagc, 

Inequall Icale weighing delight and dole. 

Taken to wife, nor have we herein barr’d 

Your 



^’rince o/Dcntnarkc* 

Your better, wildomes, which have freely gone 
With thisaffaire along(forallourthankes) . 
Now followes, that you know young Portinhrapi 
Holding a wcake fuppofall of our worth. 

Or thinking by our late deare brothers death 
Our ftate to be dif-joint, and out offrame, 
Collcagued with this dreame of his advantage 
Hebath notfeildtopefteruswith meflage. 
Importing the lurrender of thofe lands 
Loft by hisfather, with allbands of Law, 

To our moft valiant brother. So much for him. 
Now for our felfe, and for this time of meeting. 
Thus much the bufinefle is. We have here writ 
To Uncle of young Fortinbrafft} 

Who impotent and bedrid ,lcarcely heares 
OfthishisNephewespurpofe, to lupprefla 
His fijrther gate herein, in that the levies. 

The lifts,and full proportions are all made 
Out of his lubjedts : and we hcredilpatch 
You good Cornelius, and you Voltemand, 

Fct bearers of this greeting to old Norway, 

Giving to you no further perfonall power 
To bufinefe with the King, more than thelcope 
Of thefe delated Articles allow. 

Farewell, and let your haftecommend your duty. 

C erV 7.1n that,& all things will we Ihew our duty. 
King. W e doubtit nothing ; heartily farewell. 
And now what’s the newes with you ? 

You told us of feme fuit, what is’t Laertes f 
You cannot fpeake of realbn to the Dane, 

And lofe your voice : what woukJft thou beg£<*crrfrf 
^at fhall not be my offer, not thy asking. 

head is not more native to the heatr. 

The hand more inftrumentall to the mouth. 

Than is the throne of Denmarke to thy Father • 

What wouldft thouhave ? 

My dread Lord, 

Your leave and favour to rcturne to France, ' 

B 
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Tl?e Tragedy of Hamlet 

Rm 9 whence thoi^ wilHngly 1 came to Benmarkfi 
To (hew my duty in your Coronation ; 

Yer now I muft confefTe, that duty done. 

My thoughts and wiflies bead againe toward France, 

And bow them to your gracious leave and pardon. 

King.Wsvt you your fathers leave ?what layes T?elompu ? 
'Folo. He hath, my Lord, Wrung from me my flow leave* 

By labourlbme petition ; and at lafl. 

Upon his will I feal’d my hard conlent. 

I doe befeech you give him leave to goe. 

King. Take thyfkire houre Z<*tfrf«,timebe thine* 

And thy beft graces ; fpend it at thy will. 

But now my coufin Hamlet, and my fonne. 

Ham, A little more than Jdn, and lefle than kind. 

King. How is it that the clouds ftill hang on you ? 

Ham. Not lb much my Lord, I am too much in thelonnCi 
Queen. Good Hamlet caft thy nighted colour oftj 
And let thine eye looke like a friend onB enmarkit 
Doe not for ever with thy vailed lids 
Seeke for thy noble father in the duft : 

Thou know’ft ’tis common all that lives muft dye, 

Pafling through nature to eternity. 

I Madam, it is common, 
j^K(?(f».Ifitbe, 

Why feemes it fb particular with thee ? 

Ham. Seems Madam, nay it is, I know not leems* 

*Tis not alone my inkie cloke could fmother. 

Nor cuftomary futes of Iblemne blacke. 

Nor windie liilpirat ion of forc’t breath. 

No, nor the fruitfull river in the eye, 

Nor the dejedied haviour of the vifage. 

Together with all formes , moods, ftiapes ofgriefo 
That can denote me truely ; thefe indeed feeme. 

For they are adlions that a man might play : 

But I have that within which pafles fhew, 

Thefe but the trappings and the (hits of woe. 

Kiug. ’Tis fvveet and commendable in your nature Hamlet, 
To give thefe mourning duties to yoia: father . 



(prince ©/Denmark^ 



But vou muft know your father loft a father ; 

That father loft, loft his, and the furviver bound 

In filliall obligation for feme tearme 

To doe obfequious forrowes ; but to perfever® 

In obftinatc condolement, is a courfc 
Ofiinpious ftubbornnefle,.tis unmanly griefe, 

It fhewes a will moft incorre6f to Heaven, 

A heart unfortified, or minde impatient. 

An underftanding fimple and unfchool'd : 

For wbat-we know muft be, and is as common 
As any the moft vulgar thing to fenfe. 

Why fhould we in our pcevifli oppofition 
Take it to heart ? fie, ’tis a fault to heaven, 

A fault againft the dead , a fault to nature. 

To reafon moft ablurd, whofe common theam® 

Is death of fathers, and who ftill^bath cryed 
' From the firft coarfe till he that died to day. 

This muft be fo : we pray you throw to earth 
This unprevailing woe, and thinke of us 
As of a father : for let the world take note 
You are the moft immediate to our throne. 

And with no lefle nobility of love 
Than that which deareft father beares his Ibnna 
Doe I impart toward you for your intent 
In going backe to fchoole to Wittenberg i 
It is moft retre^rade to our defire. 

And we befeech you bend you to remaine 
Here in the cheare and comfort of our eye. 

Our chiefeft Courtier, coufin, and our fonne. 

Que. Let not thy mother lofe her prayers Hamlet 
I pray thee ftay with us, goe not to Wittenberg. 

Ham. I fhallin all my beft obey you Madame, 

King. W hy 'tis a loving and a faire reply. 

Be as our felfe »in Benmarke, Madame come. 

This gentle and unforc’d accord of Hamlet 
Sits failing to my heart, in grace whereof^ 
Nojocond health that Z)ir»».«rj^drinkes to day 
But the great Cannon to the clouds fhaUtell, 
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Tbe Tragedy of Hamlet 

And the Kings rowfe the heaven fhall broic againe t 
Refpeaking earthly thunder : Come away. FloHriJh, Exeunt 
Ham.O that this too too fallied fleih would meltj but HamUu 
Thaw and retblve it felfeinto a dew» 

Orthattheeverlafting hadnotfixt 

His Cannon 'giinft Jelfe daughter / O God> God> 

How weary, dale, flat, and unprofitable 
Seeme to me all t he ufes of thi s W or Id ? 

Fie on’t, ah fie, ’tis an unweeded Garden, 

That growes to (eedj things rank & grofle in nature 
Poffcfle it meerly : that it fhould come thus, . 

But two moneths dead^nay not lb much , not two,. 

So excellent a King , that was to this 
Hyperion to a Satyre,fo loving to my mother. 

That he might not beteeme the vyindcs of heaven 
Vifit her face too roughly : heaven and earth : 

Kluft I remember, why fhe (hould hang on him. 

As ifincreafe of appetite had growne 
By what it fed on ; and y etwithin a moneth. 

Let me not thinkc on’t, frailty thy .name is woraai^ 

A little moneth: Or ere tjhofelhooeswereold, !* 

With which flic followed my poore fathers body. 

Like Niebe a 11 teares, why (hci 
O God / a bead that wants dilcourfe of reafon 
Would have mourn’d longerj,married vyith my uncle,, 

My fathers brother, but ho more like my fatner 
Than I to ; vvithina moneth. 

Ere yet the filt of mod unrighteousteare* 

Had left the flufhing in her galled cyes:. 

She married. Oh mod wicked %eed,to poft 
With filch dexterity to inceduouafbeet&i 
It is not, nor it cannot come to good. 

But breake my heart, for I mod hold my tongue. 

Enter HoratkjMarcell'MiAndBafnArde, 
jr<9r4. Haile to your Lordfoip- , . (felfo 

JJam. I am glad to fee youwellj Moratfo-itiX I doc foeg^®^ 



Hora» The lame my L<n?d,an4yow: poose fervaat ever. 
Ham. Sir my good friend, I'le ebange that, name with you } 



And 



And what make yon from Wittenberg , Herat h . 
Marcellm- 
A/4r.MygoodLord. 

Ham. I am very glad to fee you ( good even dr.) 
But what in faith make you from Wittenberg ? 
Hera. A truant difpofition, good my Lord. 

Ham. I would not heare your enemy fay lo. 

Nor lhall you doe my care that violence 
To make it truder of your owne report 
Againd your felfe ; I know you are no truant ; 

But what is your adairein ? 

Wee’ll teach you for to drinke ere you depart. 
HoraMy Lord, I came to fee your fathers funerall. 
Ham. I prethec doe not mocke me fellow dudent, 
1 thinke it was to my mothers wedding. 

Her. Indeed my Lord it follow’d hard upon. 
H4»».Thcift,thrift,Hi»-4f/<>, the funerall bak’t meats 
Did coldly furnifti forth the marriage tables • 

Would I had met my deared foe in heaven 
Or ever I had feene that day Horatio. 

My father, me thinkes I fee my father. 

Where my Lord ? 

Ham. In my mindes eye Horatio. 

Hora. I law him once, a was a goodly King. 

Ham. A was a man, take him for all in all, . 

I lhall not lookc upon his like againe. 

Hora. My Lord, I thinkc I law bim yedernight. v 
Saw vvho ? 

Hera. My Lord,theKing your Father. : 

Ham. The King my father ! c , . , 

Hora. Sealbn your admiration for a while 
Withan attentiveeare, till I may deliver 
tlpon the wicnede of thefe Gentlemen 
This marvaile to you. ^ 

Aftiw. For Gods love let me heare. - ; ; ' 
Hora.-X^o nights together bad^ thefe Gentlefocti^ 
to and bn rheir ^ " 

In the dead vaft and middle of the night 

Bj 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 

B ecn.tbu* encoiintfed : a figure like your father. 
Armed at point, exadly, 

App^res before them, and with folcrane march 
Goes flow and ftatcly by them : thrice he walkc 
By their oppreft and feare furpriled eyes 
Within this truncheons length , whilft they diftill'd 
A Imoft to gelly with the adt of feare. 

Stand dumbe and Ipeake not to him : this to me 
In dreadfull fecrecie impart they did, 

And I with thcim the third.night kept the watch. 
Where as they had delivered, both intime. 

Forme of the thing, each’ word made true and good. 
The apparition comes : I knew your father, 

Thefe hands are hot more like. 

. But where was this ? 

^4r.MyLord uponthe plaitform wdicrcwcWatchc. 
Ham.DidyOYi notlpdiketdic.? • ‘ 1 ' 

Hor. My Lord, I did, ‘ 

But anfwer it made none : yet once me thought 
It lifted up its bead, and did addrefl'e . .. 

It felfeto motion, like as it. wouldfpeake.; - ^ 

But even then the morning Cocke crew’ loud. 

And at the found it flirunlrein hafte away. 

And vanifht from our fight. 

H^w.’Tisveryftrange. , . / ^ 

f Hor. As T doe live, my honour'd Lord,'tis true, ' 
Andwedidthinkeit writ downe in our duty I 

To let you know ofit. 

Ham. Indeed firs but this troubles me , 

Hold you the watch to night ? 

W e doe my Lord. 

Arm’d fey you ? 

Arm’d my Lord. . 

From top to toe? 

My Lord, from headto foot,’ ’ 

Then younothisfece? • 

Hora. O yes my Lord, he wore his beaver Up. 
Ham. What ? lookt he firowningly ? . 



Htr> 



Prince of DenmarkeJ 

Hor. A ceuntenance more in Ibrrow than in anger. 
Af«fw.Paleorrcd ? 

Hor. Nay very pale. 

Ham. And fixt his eyes upon you ? 

Hor. Moft conftahtly. 

I would I had been there. ■ 

Hor. It would have much amaz’d you* 

Very like : ftaid it long ? 

Hor. While one with moderate hafte might tell an hundred, 
jPsr A . Longer, longer- 
/for- Not when I faw’t. ' . 
iiiWw. His beard was grifsied, no. 

It was as I have leene it in his life* 

A fable filver’d. 

Hrfw. I will watch to night. 

Perchance 'twill walkeagaine. 

/for. I warn’t it will. 

i/^w.IfitalTumemynoblefathersperfon ■ 
lie fpeake to it, though hell it felfe fhould gape 
And bid me hold my peace. I pray you all. 

If you have hitherto conceal’d this fight. 

Let it be tenable in your filence ftillj 
And whatfoever elfe {ball hap to night. 

Give it an underftanding, but no tongue ? 

1 will requite your loves ; So fare you well. 

Upon the platfbrme ’tvyixt eleven and twelve 
Ilevifityou. ^ v '■ 

Our duty to your honour. JExtunt. 

Ham. Your loves, as mine to you ; Farewell, 
fathers Ipirk in armes, all is not well, 

I doubt fbmefoule play, would the night wiere comer 
Till then fit ftill my foule,foule deeds will 'rife, ’ 

Though all the earth orewhelme them to mens eyes. 

Enter Laertes , and Of he Ha his Siiler, 

Z<«r. My neceflarics are imbarkt, farewell, 

And fifler, as the windes give benefit 
And convay in affiftant, doc not fleep. 

But let me hearc ftom ycHi. 

. ' ' Ofhtl, 
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TheTra^edyofUsimht 

Ot>W. Doe youdoubt that? 

Laer. For Hamlet^ and the trifling of his favour. 
Hold it a fafhion, and a toy in blood, 

A violet in the youth of prime nature. 

Forwards not permanent ; (weet,not lading. 

The perfume and luppliancc of a minute : 

^o more. 

Ofhel. No more but fo. 

Laer, Thinke it no more. 

For nature creflant does not grow alone. 

In tbewes and bulkes, but as this Temple waxes. 
The inward letvice ofthe mind and Ibulc 
Growes wide withall ; perhaps he loves you now. 
And now no (bile nor cautell doth belmerch 
The vertue of his will ; but you muft feare 
His greatnefle wai*d,his willis not his owne. 

He may not, as unvalued peribns doe. 

Crave for himielfe ; for on his choice depends 

The fafety and health of this whole ftate, 

And therefore muft his choice be circumfcrib d 
Unto the voice and yeelding of that body ^ 
Whereof he is the head: then if he laies he loves you. 
It fits your wifdome fo far to beleeve it, 

As he in his particular a61 and place 

May give his laying deed ; which is no further 
Than the maine voice Qipewmarke goes withall. 
Then weigh what Icffe your honour may fuftaine. 

If with too credent eare you lift his fongs. 

Or loole your heart, or yom: cl^ftetreafiire open 
Tohisunmaftred imponiunkie.- ^ 

Feare it itnay :deaHe fifter. 

And keep you in .thereare m yout afteftioib 
Owi^)f the (b&t anddanger of defire 5. 

Thecharieftn»idis prodigaUenough, 

If fhe nnmaske her beauty totfaeUtoonfi : ^ 

‘‘ Vertue itfelfefcapes not calwnnioMs ftrokfiS, 

<* The canker galls the infant of the Spring 
Too oft before their buttons be difclos’d. 




And 



And in the mornc and liquid dew of 
Contagious blaftments are moft imminent. 

Be warie then, heft fafety lyes in fcare. 

Youth to it felfe rebells though none elfc neer e. 

Ophel. I fhallthc effe<ft ofthis good leflbn keep. 
As watchmen to my heart : But good my brothcc 
Doe not as feme ungracious Paftors doe, 

Shew me the 'fteep and thorny way of heaven. 
Whiles a puft and rechlefle Libertine, 

Himfelfe the primrofe path of dalliance treads. 

And reakes not his owne reed. Enter PoloHittt* 

Laer. Ofeare me not; 

I ftay too long : but here my father comeSr^ 

A double bleffing is a double grace, 

Occafion I'miles upon a fecorid leave. 

Tolo. Yet here Laertes ? aboord,aboord for fhanie. 
The winde fits in the fhoulder of your faile, 
Andyouareftaidfor. There, my blefllng with thee. 
And thefe few precepts in thy memory 
Look thou charadler: Give thy thoughts no tongue. 
Nor any unproportion’d thought his a(ft : 

Be thou familiar, but by no nrieanes vulgar : 

Thole friends thou baft and their adoption tried# 
Grapplethem unto thy foule with hoops offtcefc. 
But doe not dull thy palme with entertainment 
Ofeach new batchc , unfledgy courage : beware 
Of entrance to a qUarfell , but being in, 

Beat’t that th’op^fer may beware ofthee: 

Give every min thy eai-e, biit few thy voice ; . 

Take each mans cenfuce,butTefeive thy jadgcfflt'; 
Coftly thy habit a$ thy purle can buy, . 

But not expreft ip fancy; rich, not gaudy’; 

For the apparelloft proclaimes the man. 

And they in FraMe'x)fthehc& rarike and ftation, ' 
Are of a moft feledt and generous, chiefe in thit ; 
Neither a borrOWfeir nor alehder boy; 

For love oft Jofes both it felfo and' frienB, 

And borrowingdullsche edgebf husbandry. 
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TheTragedy of Hamlet 

^Is above all, to thine owne felfebe true. 



And it muft follow as the night to day, 

Thou canft not then be falfe to any man. 

Farewell, my blcfling (eafon this in thee. 

Zaer. Moll humbly doe I take my leave my Lord. 

Pol. The time invefts you, goe, your fervants tend. 
Zaer. Farewell and remember well 

What I have fiid to you. 

Ofhel. 'Tis in my memory locict, 

Exit Zuerter, 



Set your entreatments at a nigner rate 
Than a command to parley ; for Lord HamUh 
Beleeve fo much in him, that he is young. 

And with a larger tedder may he walke 
Than may be given you ; in few Ophelia* 

Doe not beleeve his vowes, for they arc Broker*, 

Not of that dye which their inveftments fhew, 

But meere implorators of unholy lilies. 

Breathing likefandlified and pious bonds. 

The better to beguile : this is for all, 

I would not, in plaine termes, from this time forth 
Have you lb flander any moments lei lure, 

As to give words or talke with the Lord Hamlet , 

Looke too’t I charge you, come your wayes . 

Ofhel. I fhall obey my Lord. Exeunt. 

Enter Hamlet, Horatio ,and Adarcellm. 

Ham. The aire bites fiirewdly , it i s very cold. 

Hoj' 4 . It is nipping, and an eager aire. 

jy^w.What hourenovv? 

1 thinke it lacks of twelve. ^ 

4W4r.N0, it isftrooke. 

Hora. lndeed,Ihearditnot:itthendrawesneerethefealbn 
Wherein the fpirit held his wont to walk. Aflourifli ofTrum^ 

What does this meane my Lord? pets, and two pieces goe ojf. 

Ham. The King doth walke to night, and takes bis rowfe, 
Keepes wafiell, and the Iwaggering up-lpri ng reeles. 



And you your felfe fhall keep the key of ii 
Laer. Farewell. 

Po/.Whatis’t hehathfaid toyou ? 

ophel. So pleafe you.,lbmething touching the Lord Hamlet, 

Pol. Marrie well bethought. 

*Tis told me he hath very oft of late 

Given private time to you : and you your felfe 

Have of your audience beene moft free and bounteouis. 

If it be lb, as lb ’tis put on me, 

And that in way of caution , I muft tell you 
You doenot underftand your felfe focleerly 
As it behoves my daughter, and your honour : 

What is between you ? give me up the truth. 

Ophel He hath my Lord of late made many tenders 
Gf his a ffe£lion to me. 

Pol. Affeftion ! puh, you fpeakc Hke a gtccne girle, 
Unfiftedinfuchperillous circumftance : 

Doe you beleeve his tenders,as you call them ? 

Ophel I doe not know, my Lord, what I fhould thinkc* 
J’o/.Marry I will teach you,think your felfeababic. 

That you have ta’n thefe tenders for true pay, 

Which are not fterling : tender your felfe more dearly. 

Or (not to cracke the winde of the poore phrafe ) 

Wrong it thus, you’ll tender me a fbole. 

My Lord, he hath importun’d me with love 
In honourable faftiion. 

iPtf/. I, fafhion you may call it, goe too, goe tooi 
And hath givencountenance to his (beech. 



And as he draines his draughts of Rhtnifli downe. 
The Kettle Drum and Trumpet thus bray out 
The triumph of his pledge. 



Horth Is it a cuftome ? 
Ham, I marry is’t. 
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The Tragedy 

Bat to my mindc) though I ai^ uative here 
And to the mann er borne, it is a cuftomc 
More honour’d in thp breach th^n the pblervancc ; 
This heavie- headed revell E^ft and Weft 
Makes us traduc’d and raxed pf pther Isiations ; 
They clepe us Drunkardsjand vyith fvyinifh phrafe 
Soileour addition; and indeed irta^ccs 
From our atchievementSjthough perform’d ap height. 
The pith and marrp^ attribute ; 

So oft it chances in particular, men, 

That for fome vicious mole of nature in them, 

As in their birth, wherein th^iy are npt guilty, 

( Since nature caqn.ftt'cbooie his origen) 

By their ore-grovvth.pf fome complexion. 

Oft breaking downe the pales and fppt s of reafon i 
Or by ibme habit that top nauch ppe^Ieayens 
The forme of plaufive manners, that thele men 
Carrying I fay the. ftampe of one defc(ft. 

Being Natures livery, op Fortunes ftarre, 

His vertues clfe be they aspure as.grayc. 

As infinite as man may undergoe. 

Shall in the geUerall cenlure take corruption 
From that particular fault : the dram of eafe 
Doth all the noble ftibftance of a doubt 
Tohisownefcandali. ‘ Extfir GheJI-]. 

/for. Looke my Lord, it comes. 

/few. Angels and Miniftersofgtace defend us ! 

Be thou a fpirit of health, or Goblin damn’d, 

Bring with thee aires.fcom.heayeni,or blafts from hcl, 
B? thy intents wickeder charitable. 

Thou com’ft.in fuch aqueftipnablefhape 
That I will fpealce to thee.; He, call thee 
King, Father , royall Daner. O anftYercme, 

Let me not burft in . ignorance, but tell 
Why thy canoniz’d bones hcarfed in death , 

Have burft their cerements : why the Sepulcher, 
Wherein we law thee quietly interr’d. 

Hath op’t his ponderous and marble jawes, ^ 
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frince of Denmarke.’ 

To caft thee up againe ; what may this meane^ 

That thou dead coarfe againe in complete fteele 
Revifites thus the glimpfes of the moone. 

Making night hideous, and we fooles of nature 

So horridly to fhake our difoofition r , ^ 

With thoughts beyond the reaches ofour foulcs . 

Say why is this ? wherefore ? what ftiould we doe , 
/r<?r<*.Itbeckensyou togoe away with it, 

As ifit Ibme imparement did defire 
To you alone. . r.- 

Mar. Looke with what courteous, agtipn 
It waves you to a more removed groundj 
But doe not goe with ic. 

No, by no meanes. 

Ham. It will not fpeake, th(^ 1 will follow it. 

//«r,i. Doe not my Lord. 

Ham. w hy ? what ftiould be the feare ? 

I doe not let my life at a pins fee; - 
And for my fbule , what can it doe to that. 

Being a thing immorta 11 like it Iclfe 
It waves me forth againe , Ilefollow itw 
Hora.VHhittiiit tempt you toward thpflood ray Lord, 
Or to the dreadfull fbmnet of the cleefc. 

That bettels ore his bafe into the foati 
And there aflame fome other horriblc fotmej 
W hich might deprive your foverajgnty of teafonf 
And draw you into madnefle ? thinke wit* 

The very place puts toyes ofddpecation, 

Without more motive, into everybrainci, 

That lookes fo many fadomes!tO)tb®J5»i 
And heares ibroare beneath* = 

H«w.lt waves meftill, 

Goe on. He follow thee. 

GWkr. You fhall not goe rayLondi . 

Ham.Hold off your hands. !-■.’• 

/f(»r<4. Be rul’d, yon fhall not goCi - .1 
/f*». My fate cryespiit j 
And makes each petty artery in this;body.' 












'Phe Tragedy e/Hamlct 

As hardy as the Nemem Lions nerve ; 

Still am I call’d ; unhand me Gentlemen, 

By heaven lie make a Ghoft of him that lets tnfiJ 
I lay away : Goe on lie follow thee. Exit Ghofi and Uamlet, 

Bor. He waxes dentate with imagination. 

Mar. I ets follow, ’tis not fit thus to obey him. 

Horn. Have after : to what iflue wi 11 this conrie ? 

Mar- Something is rotten in the State of Denmark^ '* 

Bora. Heaven will direft it. 

Mar. Nay let’s follow him. Sxemt. 

Enter and Hamlet. 

Bam. Whither wilt thou lead me ? fpeake, lie goe no further, 
Ghofi Marke me. 

Bam. I will. 

GAo/.Myhoure isalmon-comas 
When I to lulphroiis and tormenting flames 
Muft render up my lelfc. ' ' 

Alas poore Ghoft. 

Ghofi. Pity me nor, but lend thy ferious hearing 
To what I ftiall unfold, 

Speake, I am bound to hcare. ; 

Ghe.So an: thou to revenge when thou fhalt heare. 

Bam. W hat ? 

I am thy fathers Ipirit, 

Doom'd for a certaine terme to walkc the night. 

And for the day confin’d CO laft in fires. 

Till the fbule crimes, done in my dayes ofnature 
Are burnt and purg’d away : But-that T am forbid 
To tell the iecrets of my pf iibn houfe, 

I cOuIdatale unfoldjwhol^ighteft word . i 
Would harrow up thy foule, freeze thy youngblood, 
iMake thy two eyes like ftars ftart from their Ipheres* 

Thy knotted and combined lockes to part. 

And each particular haire to ftand an end ■ 

Like quills upon the fearefuliPorpentine: ^ 

But this erernallblazonmuftnof be - b'- 

To eare.s of flefh and blood : lift, lift, O lift> 

Ifthou didft ever thy dearefatber love. ' 



^riftce of 

SrkevS^ hisfoule sr mofl: unnaturall murder. 

Murder 1 . , , . 

Murder moft fpule,as m thebefticis , 

But this moft foule, ftrange and unnaturall. 

if 4 »;.Haftmeto know’t,that I with wings aS fwifc 
As mediation, or the thoughts of love. 

May fweepe to my revenge. 

GhoB. Ifindetheeapt; , 

And duller fhouldft thou be than the fet weea 

ThatrootsitfclfeinealconLft/itf wharfe, , 

Wouldft thou not fiirre in this ; now Bamlet neare, 
’Tis given out, that fleeping in my Orchard 
A Serpent ftutjg me : lb the whole eare oi Denmark^ 
Is by a forged proceffe of my death 
Rankely abuled : but know thou, noble Youth, 

• The Serpent that did fling thy fathers life. 

Now weares his Crovyne. 

Bam. O my Propheticke foule, my uncle I 
Ghofi. I, that inceftuousjthat adult eratebeaft. 
With witchcraft of his wits, with trait rous gifts, 

O wicked wits, and gift s that have the power 
So to feduce ! won to his fhamefull luft 
The will of my moftfeeming vertuous Q^eene, 

0 Hi?OT/ft,whatafallingoffwastbtre 
From me, whofe love was of that dignity, . 

That it went handin hand even with the.vow 

1 made to her in marriage ? and to decline 
Upon a wretch , whole naturall gifts were poore 

T 0 thofe of mine'but vertue,as it never will be mov’d 
Though lewdnefTe court it in a fliape of .heaven, 

So but though to a radiant Angle linckt, 

W ill fort it felfe ih a celefliall bed. 

And prey on garbage. 

But foft, me thinkes I fent the morning aire, 

Briefe let me be : Sleeping within my Orchard, 

My cuftomealwaiesof the afternoone. 

Upon ipy fecure houte thy uncle ftole 
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T^he Tragedy «/ Hamlet 

With juice of curfed Hebona in a Viall, 

And in the porches of my eires did poiird 
The leprous dittilmenr, whofc efifeft 
Holds luch an enmity with blood of man. 

That Iwift as Quick-ftlver it courles through 
The natural! gatcfs and allics of thebody* 

And with,a liidden vigour it doth pofTeflfe 
And cur^jlike eager droppings into milfte. 

The thin and whoHbme-blood ; lb did it mine. 

And a moft inftant Tetter barkt about 
Moft Lazar-Iikevwitbviieand'loathlbmecruff' 

All my Imooth body. 

Thus was I fleepingiby a-brothers handi 
Of life, of Crowne; of (^eene at once dilpatcht. 

Cut off even in the blolfomes of my finne, 
llnnuzlcd, dilappointed, umanueld, 

No reckoning made, but lentto'my accoUHt 
With all my impcrfeifions on my head* -r- 
vO h horrible, O horrible, molHiorrible, 

- If thou haft nature inthec bcareit not. 

Let not the royallbed ofDiwi»«r/^r be 
A couch for Luxury and damned Ihceft. 

But howlbmever thou purliieftthisaif. 

Taint not thy minde,nor letthy Ibute contrivc' 
Againft thy mother ought, leave her to heaven^ 

And to thole thornes tnatin herbolbnfelbd^. 

To pricke and fting'h'er: fafrethtewell at ohbei 
The Gloworme fhewes the marine to be necrey 
And ’gins to pale his uneftbftuairfite-: 

Adieu,adieu, adieu, remember me; 

Ham.O all you hoflr’ bf'heaven O earth ! what elfe? 
And* lhall I couple hell ? 6 fiel hold ffly hearty 
And you my finewes,grow norinftanrold. 

But beare me fwiftly upj remember thee I 
I thou poore Ghoft, whiles memory holds a leat 
In this diftraifed Globei remember thee i ' 

Yea, from the tableof my memorie' 
lie wipe away all triviall fond record?,^ 



frince of DcnmsLtke* 

All faw of bookes, all formes, all prclfurespaft. 

That youth and oblervation copied there. 

And thy commandement all alone (ball live 
Within thebooke and volume of my braine, 

Unmixt with baler matter ; yes by heaven. 

O moft pernicious woman 1 

0 villaine, villaine, failing damned villaine . 

My tables,meetJtis Iletdowne, ^ 

Thatone may foile, and Imile, and be a villainci 
• At leaft I am fore it may be lb in Dtnmarks, 

So uncle there you are mow to my word. 

It is adieu, adieu, remember me. , » ^ 

1 have fworne’t. Enter HoratiO and MaretUttt* 

Lfor<*. My Lord, my Lord. 

Mar •'Lotd Hamlet. 

Heavens fecure him. 

Ham. So be it. 

tMar. Illo, ho,ho,my Lord. 

Ham. Hillo, bo, ho boy, come, and come. 

Mar- How is’t my noble Lord ? 

Ham. O wonderfull ! 

i/or. Good my Lord tell it. ' 

Ham. No, you will reveale it, 

Hera. Not I my Lord by heaven# 

Mar. Nor I my Lord. 

Ham. How lay you then, would heart ofniaa once thinke it? 
But you’ll be fecret. 

.SofA. Iby heaven. 

There’s never a villaine 
Dwelling in all Denmarkfi 
But bee’s an arrant Knave. 

‘Tom^'ll^’ Ghoft, my Lord, come ftom the grave 

■^^w.Whyright.youare intheright, 
without more circumftance at all 
I nolci it fit that we fliake hands and partj 
Youasyourbufineffeand defire fiiallpointyou, 
every man hath bufineffe and defirc, 
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T}>e Tragedy of Hamlet 

Such as it Is» and for my owne poore part 
I will goe pray. 

Hora. Thele are but wild and whurling words my Lord» 
Ham. I am lorry they offend you hearcily> 

Yes faith heartily. 

Hera. There’s no offence my Lord- 
Ham. Yes by Saint Patrickehm there is Herat hy 
And much offence too : touching this vifiion here> 

It is an honeft Ghoft, that let me tell you ; ^ » 

For your defire to know what is bet weene us 
Ore-mafter’t as you mayrand now good friends. 

As you are friends, Scholars, and Souldiers 
Give meone poore requeft. 

Hvra. W hat is’t my Lord, we will. 

Ham. Never make knowne what you have lecne to riight^ 
Both. My Lord we will not. 

Ham. Nay but fwear’t. 

Hora. In faith my Lord not I. 

Nor Imy Lordinfmh*. : 

Ham. Upon my fword. 

We have Iworne my Lord already." 

Indeed upon my fvord, indeed. 

Chofi cries mder the fiaaCt 

^hofi.%wttte. 

Ham. Ha, ha, boy, (aift thou lb ? art thou there true-penny ? 

ComeonyyouhearethisfellowintheSelleridgc 
Conlerit to Iweare. > 

AT<7r4. Propole the oath my Lord. 

Never CO Ipeake of thiS; that, you have fcene» "" 

Sweare by my fivord* ^ r . : r 

Chop:. Sweare. • ' ^ 

_ Ham. Hic.& «^/fw,thenwec’Illliiftour ground: 

Come hither Gent lemen 

And lay your hands againe upon my fword : 

Sweare by my fword. 

Never to Ipeake of this that yon have heard. 

Sweare by his fvord. 

Ham. Welllaid oWMolc,canft thou workci'th earth lb fiff? 

. A- 
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A worthy Pionenonce more remove good friends. 

Hera.O day and night ’ but this is wondrous ftrangC, 

Ham.Knd therefore as a ftrangergive it welcome: 

There are more things in heaven and earth Horath 
Than are dream’c of in your Philofophy : but come, 
TIereasbefore;neverfo help you mercy, 

(How Orange or odde lb ere I beare my lelfo* 

As I perchance hereafter lhall thinke meet. 

To puj: anantike difpofition on. 

That you at fuch times feeing me, never lhall 

With armes encombred thus , or head thus lhak’t. 

Or by pronouncing of fome donbtfull phrafe. 

As, well well ,we know,or we could and if we would. 

Or ifwe lift to IpeakCjOr there be and if they might, ^ 

Or fuch ambiguous giving out, tonot^ 

That you know ought of me, this doe Iweare, 

So grace and mercy at your moft need helpe you. 

Chofi. Sweare. 

Hkiw.Rcft,reft,perturbed Ipiric- So Gentlemen 
With all my love I doe commend me to you. 

And what fo poore a man as is 

May doe t’expreffe his love and friending to you 

God willing lhall not lacke : let us goe in together,’ 

And ftill your fingers on your lips I pray. 

The time is out of joint, O curfed Ipight 
That ever I was borne to fet it right ! 

Nay come, lets goe together. ^xennu 

Enter old ^Polonifti with his man or two. 

Pol. Give him this money, and thele two notes ReynalJtal 
I will my Lord. 

Pol. You lhall doe marvellous wifely, good Reynaldo^ 
Before you vifit him to make inquire 
Of his behaviour. 

Rey. My Lord 1 did intend it. 

Pel, Marrie well fiid,vcry well laid,looke you Itf , 

Enquire me firft what Danskers are in Par is* 

And how,and who, what means, and where they keep. 

What company,at what expence : and finding 
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By this encompaflincnt and drift of queftion. 

That they doe know my fon , come you more neercr 
Then your particular demands will touch itj 
Take you as’t were fome diftant knowledge of him. 

As thus, I know his father, and his friends, 

And in part him ; Doe you marke this Rejualdo ? 
i? 9'. I, very well my Lord. 

*Pol. And in part him,but you may lay not well. 

But if it be he I meane hee’s very wilde, 

Addi6l:ed lb and lb, and there put on him 
What forgeries you pleale, marry nonelbranke 
As may didionour him, take heed of that ; 

But fir, fuch wanton, wild, and uftall flips 
As are companious noted and moft knowne 
To youth and liberty. 

%ey. As gaming my Lord. 

Po/. I, or drinking, fencing, fwearing. 

Quarrelling, drabbing,you may goe fo farre. 

Rey. My Lord, that would dilhonour him. 

Po/. Faith as you may (ealbn it in the charge. 

You mufl not put another fcandall on him. 

That he is open to incontinency. 

That’s not my meaning, but breath his faults lb quaintly. 
That they may feeme the taints ofliberty. 

The flafh and out-breake of a fiery mind, 

A favagenefle in unreclaimed blood 
Ofgenerallaflault. 

P^.Bur my good Lord. 

*Pel, W herefore Ihould you doe this ? 

P9 . 1 my Lord, I would know that. 
f ol. Marry fir here’s my drift. 

And 1 beleeve it IS afetch ofwit. 

You laying thefe fleight fullies on my Ibnne, 

As ’twere a thing a little foil’d with working, 

Mark you,your party in converle,be you would fonnd. 
Having ever leene in the prenominate crimes 
The youth yon breath of guilty,be alfur’d 
He doles with you in this conlequence j 



Prince of Dcnmarke. 

6ood fir (or fo) or friend, or Gentleman; 

According to the phrafe or the addition ^ 

Of man and countrey; 

S'/SfSfirX^? :what was laboutto fay? 

By the Malfe I was about to fay fomething, 
where did I leave? 
j?9>. At doles in the confequence. 

Tol. At clofes in the confequence j Imarry, 

He doles thus, I know the Gentleman 
Ifawbim yefterday,orth’otherday. 

Or then, or then, with luch or fuch, and,as you lay. 

There was a gaming there, or tookc in’s rowfe. 

There falling out at Tennis, or perchance 
I law him enter fuch and liich a houfe of fale. 

Vide licet j a Brothell, or lb forth , See you now. 

Your bait of fallhood takes this carpe of truth. 

And thus doe we of wildome and of reach. 

With windlefles, and with eflayesof byas; 

By indiredf s finde diredions out : 

So by my former Ledure and advice 
Shall you my Ibnne. You have me, have you not ? 

%ey. My Lord I have. 

Pol. God buy ye, fare ye well. 

Rey. Good my Lord. 

*Pc/. Oblerve his inclination in your fclfe. 

Rey, I fhall my Lord. - ' • 

IPo/. And let him ply his Muficke. 

P9. Well my Lord. • Exit Rey, 

Enter Oyhelia> 

Po/.Farwell.How nowOp^c//<*,what’s the matter? 

Ofh.O my Lord, my Lord, ];bave bin fo affrighted. 

Polo. With what i’th name of God ? 

Ofhel. My Lord as I was lowing in my Clofet, 

Lord Hamlet with his doublet alltmbrac’d. 

No hat upon his head, his ftockins foul’d, 
llngartredjanddownegyved tohis ankle, 

P^'le as his fliirt, his knees knocking each other, 

D3 



And 










t ' 

I fprince of Dcnm&xkc, 

I To lackedifcretion ; Come, goe wetothe King, 
i' This muft be knowne, which being kept clofc mightmove 

I, More griefc to hide , than hate to utter love. 

! Come. Exemt. 

ji ‘FUuriJh. EnterKingandQueeneyRofeKerAUS and 

|f Gmldenfterne. 

Kirg. Welcome Sezvc Rofencraus and GuildenfiernCf 
I Moreover, that we much did long to lee you, 

I The need we have to ufe you did provoke 

if Our haftie lending. Somethingyou haveheard 
'i transformation) lb I call it, 

I Sith nor th’exterior, nor the in ward man 

I Refembles that it was : what it ftionld be 

More than his fathers death, that thus hath putbim 
I So much from the underflandingolhimlelfc 

k Icannot dreame of: ] entreat you both, 

K: That being of lb young dayes brought up with him, 

H And lith lo neighboured to his youth and haviouti 

That you vouchfafe your reft here in our Court 
i Some little time, lb by your companies 

Todraw him onto plealiires> and to gather 
I" Somuchasfrom occafion youmaygleane, 

y Whethcroiighttousunknownaffli^S'himthus, 

That open’d lyes within, our remedy.. 

' Good Genrlemenjhe hath muchtalkt ofyoo. 

And lure lam two men there are not living 
To whom he more adheres ; if it will pleale you 
; To fhew us lb much gentry and good will. 

As to expend your rime with us a while, 

For the fupply and profit of our hope,. 

Your vilitationlhould receivefiichtfaankes- 
As fits a Kings remembrance. 

; Jfo/Borhyour Majefties 

^ M'ghtbytheSoveraignepoweryoubaveofns 

i Put your dread plealures more into command 

Than to inrreaty. 

I <?«/■/. But we both obey. 

To f Andheregiveupour felvcsinthcfuUbent 
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And with a looke fo piteous in purport. 

As if he had beene loofed out of hell 
To (peake of horrors, he comes befbre me. 

Pol. Mad for thy love ? 

Ophel. My Lord I doe not know. 

But truely I doe feare it. 

Po/.Wbatfaidhe? 

Ophel. He took me by the wrift, and held me hard. 
Then goes he to the length of all his arme, 

And with hisother hand thus ore his brow 
He falls to luch perulall of my face 
As a would draw it : long ftaid he (b, 

Ac laft, a little Ihaking’^f mine arme, 

And thrice his head thus waving up and downe. 

He railed a figh fo piteous and profound 
As it did leeme to lhatter all his bulke. 

And end his being : chat done, he lets me goe. 

And with bis head over his fhoulders turn’d 
Hee feem’d cq finde his way without his eyes ; 

For out of doores he went without their helpes. 

And to the laft bended their light on me. 

Pol. Come, goe with me, I willgoefeeke the Ki ng, 
This is the very extafie of love, 

W hole violent property forgoes it lelfc. 

And leads the will to delperate undertakings. 

As oft as any paflions under heaven 

That does afflict our natures : I am Ibrrie ; 

what ? have you given him any hStd words of lace ? 

Ophel.No my good Lord, but asyoudid command, 
I did repell his letters, and deni’d 
HisaccelTetome. 

Pol. That hath madehim mad : 
lam Ibrrie that with better heed and judgement 
1 had not coated him ; I fear’d he did but trifle. 

And meant to wrack thee, but bellirew my jealoufie; 
By heaven it is as proper to our age 
To call beyond our lelves in our opinions. 

As it is common for the younger fore 
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The Tragedy o/" Hamlet 

To lay our femce freely at your feet. 

KifTg 1 hanks Rofencraut and gentle Guildenflem, 

Thanks Gmldenftern^inA gtntltRofencram, 

And I befeech you inftantly to vifit 

My too much changed Ibnne : goc (bme of you 

And bring thefe Gentlemen where Hamlet is. 

Guil. Heavens make our prefence and our pra£fices 
Pleafant and helpfulltohim. 

Queen. Amen. 'Exeunt Ref, and GuJl, 

Enter Poloniui. 

Po/.Th’Embafladors from Norit>apmy good Lord> 

Are joyfully return’d. ' 

Kt»g. Thouftil haft bin the Father of good newes. 

^ol. Have I my Lord ? I aflure my good Liege 
I hold my duty as I hold my lbule> 

Both to my God and to my graciousKing : 

And I doe thinke, or elfe this braine of mine 
Hunts notthetrayleof policie fofiire 
As it hath us’d to doe, that I have found 
The very caufe of Hamlets lunacie. 

King. O fpeake of that, that doe I long to heare.. 

Pel. GivefirftadmittancetotheEtnbafladors, 

My newes fhall be the fruit to that great feaft. 

King. Thy felfc doe grace to them,& bring them in. 

He tels me, my deareCtf rtrW, he hath found 
The head and fburceofa 11 your Ibnnes diftemper. 

Quee. I doubt it is no other but the maine. 

His fathers death, and our haftie marriage. 

Enter Smbaffadors, 

King. W ell, we (hall fift him : welcome my good friends } 
Say VolttmandiN\iVL frOm our brother Norway ? 

Vol, Moft faire returnc of greetings and defircs : 

Upon our firft he fent out to fupprefle 
HjsNcphewes levies, which to him appear’d 
To be a preparation ’gainft the 
But better lookt into, he truly found 
It was againft your Highnefle ; whereat griev’d 
That lb bis licknefte, age^and impotence 



Was 



of Dcnmarkc,' 

Was falfly borne in hand, fends out arrefts 
On Fertenbrafe, which hein briefe obayes, 

Receives rebuke from Norway, and in fine# 

Makes vow before his uncle nevermore 

To give tb’aflay of armes againft your Majellie i 
Whereon old Norway overcome with joy 
Gives him threefoore thoufand crowns in annual fcfli 
And his Commiffion, to imploy thofe Souldiers 
So levied as before, againft the Pollacks y 
With an entreaty herein further Ihowne# 

That it might pleafe you to give quiet pafle 
Through your dominions for this enterprite 
Onfuch regards offafety and allowance 
As herein are fet downe. 

King. It likes US well. 

And at our more confidered time wee’ll ready 
Anfwcr, and thinke upon this bufinefle : 

Meane time we thank you for your well took labour, 
Goe to your reft, at night wee’ll feaft together : 

Moft welcome home. Exeunt Embaffadort* 

Pol. This bu linefle is well ended. 

My Liege and Madam, toexpoflulate^ 

W hat majeftie ftiould be, what duty is. 

Why day is day, night night, and time is time, 

W ere nothing but to wafte night, day,and time ; 
Therefore brevitie is the fbule of wit. 

And tedioufneffe the limbes and outward flourilbesi 
I will be briefe : your noble fonne is mad. 

Mad call I it, for to define true madnelTe, 

What is’tbut to be nothing elfebut mad ^ 

But let that goe. 

Quee, More matter with leffe art. 

Pol. Madam I fweare I ufe no art at all. 

That hee’s mad ’tis true,’tis true, 'tis pitty. 

And pitty ’tis ’tis true, a fbolifh figure. 

But farewell it, for I will ufe no art : 

Mad let us grant him then, and now remaincs 
That we findc out the cauf? of this eftea, 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 

Or rather fky the caufe of this defcftj 
For this effeft defedive comes by caufe : 

Thus it remaines, and the remainder thus. 

Perpend. 

I have a daughter, have while Ihe is mincj 
Who in her duty and obedience, marke. 

Hath given me this ; now gather and lurmife. 

To the Celefiiall, my foulet Idoll, the mofi beautified Ophelia 
That 's an mphrafeja vile phrafe, beautified is a vile phrafe; but 
jfou Jhall he are, thus in her excellent \tfhite bojome, Thefe,&c* 

Que en. Camethis from Hamlet to her ? 

*Pol. Good Madam ftay a while, I will be faithfull. 

Doubt thou the Jlarret are fire. Letter, 

Doubt that the funne doth movcy 
Doubt truth to be a Iyer, 

But never doubt Hove. 

O deare Ophelia lam ill at thefe numbers , I have net art it 
reckon my groanes', but that I love thee beB, O mofi be fi beleevt 
it : Adteu. Thine evermore mefi deare Lady ywhilefithk 

machine is to him, Hamlet. 

Pol. This in obedience hath my daughter Ihowne me. 

And more about have hislblicitings. 

As they fell out by time, by meanes,and place. 

All given to mine eare. 

King, But how hath (he receiv’d his love ? 

Whatdoeyou thinkeofme? 

King. Asofa man faithfull and honourable; 

1 would faine prove lb ; but what might you tbinke 
When I had feene this hot love on the wing, 

As I perceiv’d it muft tell you that) 

Before my daughter told me ; what might yoa 
Or my deare Majeftie your Queen here thinke. 

If I had plaid the deskc, or Table-booke, 

Or given m.y heart a winking, mute and dumbe. 

Or lookt upon this love with idle %ht. 

What might you thinke ? no,I went round to workc. 

And my young Miftreffe thus I did befpeake : 

Lord Hamlet is a Prince out of thy fpherc> 

This mult not be : and then i precepts gave her, 



fmee of Denmarkc.’ 

That fhe ftiould locke her felfe from his relbrri 
Admit no meOengers, receive no tokens. ^ , 

Which done, fhe tooke the frmts of my advice j 

And he repeird, a Ihort tale to make. 

Fell into a fadnefle, then into a Faft, 

Thence to a watch, thence into a weakneucj 
Thence to a lightnc{fe,and by this declenfion 
Into the madneffe wherein now he raves. 

And all we mourne for. 

King. Doe you thinke ’tis this ? 

It may be very likely. 

Pal. Hath therebecnluch a time, I would fainc kflO W that, 
Thatlhavepolitivcly laid, ’tis fb. 

When it provM otherwife ? 

A^,»^.Not that I know. 

Pol. Take this from this , if this be otherwife , 

IF circumftances lead me, I will finde 
Where truth is hid, though it were hid indeed 
Within the Centre. 

King. How may we try it further ? 

Pol, You know Ibmetimes he walkes foure hooccs tcgethCf 
Here in the Lobby. 

So he does indeed; 

Pol. At filch a time lie loofe my daughter to him. 

Be you and I behind the Arras then, 

Marke the encounter; if he love her not. 

And be not from his reafon faine thereon. 

Let me be no afliftant for a State, 

But keep a Farme and Carters. 

Wewilltry it. Enter Hamlet, 

^ueen. But look where fedly the poore wretch comes reading. 
Pol. Away,I doebefecch you both away. Exit King and 

lie board him prefently.Oh give me leave. Queen, 

How does my good Lord Hamlet ! 

Hiw. Well, God a mercy. 

Pel. Doe you know me, my Lord ? 

Ham . Excellent well, you arc a Fifhmoneer.^ 
?v/.NotImyL6rd. 
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The Tragedy ©/ Hamlet 

J?T(«w.Thcn 1 would you were fo honeft a matii:’ 

Ttf/.Honeft my Lord? 

Ham. I fir, to be honeft as this world goes 
Is to be one man pickt out often thouftnd. 

Tol. That’s very true my Lord. 

Ham. For if the Sunne breed maggots in a dead dc^e,beinea 
good kifling carrion. Have you a daughter ? 

I have my Lord. 

Ham, Let her not walke i’th Sun, conception is ableffing, 

But as your daughter may conceive, friend looke to’t. 

P«L How fay you by that ? fiill harping on my daughter, yet he 
knew me not at firft, a faid I was a fi fli-monger, a is far gone ; and 
truly in my youth I fuffered much extremity for love , very nearc 
this : lie fpeake to him againe. What doe you read my Lord ? 

Words, words, words. 

Pol. W hat is the matter my. Lord ? 

Betweene who ? • 

Pol. I meane the matter that you read my Lord.* 

Ham. Slanders fir : for the Satyricall Rogue laics here,thatold 
men have gray beards, that their faces are wrinkled, their eyes 
purging ihicke Amber, and Plum-tree ©um, and that they have a 
plentiful! lacke of wit, together with moft weake hams, all which 
fir though I mcft powerfully and potently beleeve, yet I hold it 
not honeftie to have it thus let downe, for your felfe fir lhall grow 
old, as I am, if like a crab you could goe backward. 

Pol. Though this be madnefle , yet there is method in’t, will 
you walke out of the aire my Lord ? 

Into my grave. 

Pol. Indeed that’s out of the aire ; how pregnant Ibtnetimes 
his replyes are ?,a happines that often madnes hits on, which rca- 
fcn and fandlitie could not fo happily be delivered of. I wilHcave 

him and my daughter . My Lord! will take my leave ofyon. 

You cannot takefrom trie any thing that I will notmorc 
willingly part withall, except my life, except my life, except »f 
life. Enter (juiUenfierne a»d ReJ mtrAtUt 

P#/. Fare you well my Lord . T 

Ham. Thefc tedious old fbolcs. 

pal. You goe to fecke the Lord Hamlet f there he is. 












frince o/DenRiarkr. 

iffl/ God fave your fir. 

GhH. My honoured Lord. 

Rof. My moft deare Lord- 

Ham.Uy excellent good friends,how doft thou gttyldenftern f 
Ah Rofer.crauii good lads how doe you both ? 

Rof. As the indifferent children of the earth. 

Guyl. Happy in that we are not ever happy on fortunes cap> 

We are not the very button. 

Ham. Nor the Ibles of her fhooe. 

Neither my Lord. 

Ham.Thtn you live about her waft, or in the middle ofher fa^ 

ChjU Faith her privates we. (vors. 

Ham. In the fecret parts offbrtune,oh moft true,flieis a ftrum- 
pet. Whatnewes? 

Ref. None my Lord, but the worlds grownc honeft. (true. 

Ham. Then is Doomef-day neere : but your newes is not 
But intbe beaten way of friendlhip,what make you at Elfenottr ? 

R.ef. To vifit you my Lord, no other occafion. 

JT<?»».Begger that I am, I am even poore in thanks, but I thank 
you. and fure deare friends my thanks are too deare a halfe-peny : 
were you not fent for ? is it your owne inclining ? is it a free vifita- 
tionPeome, come, deale juftly with me, come, come, nay fpeake* 
What fhould we fay my Lord ? 

Ham.hxvj thing, but to’th purpole,you were lent for, and there 
is a kind of confeflion in yOur lookes , which your modefties have 
not craft enough to colour I know the good King and Queenc 
have fent for you. 

Ref. To what end my Lord ? 

Ham. That you muft teach me ;but let me conjure you by the 
rights ofourfellowfbips, by the conlbnancyof our youth, by the 
obligation of our ever prefcrved love , and by wbat more deare a 
better propofer can charge you witball , bee even and dirc(ft with 
me whether you were fent for or no. 

Rof. What fay you ? 

Jf<j*».Nay then I have an eie of you, if you love me hold not off. 

Guyl. My Lord we were fent for. 

Ham. r will tell you why , lb fliall my anticipation prevent yoiK 
difcbyery, and your fecrecy to the King and C^eenmoulc no fea- 

E 3 ther; 












270 280 290 




300 





‘ ?:i 



j . 



•,;;4 



it: 



T/;g ©/Hamlet 

ther : 1 have of late, but wherefore I know not, loft all mjr m irtb, 
foroone all cuftome ofexercifes;and indeed it goes fo heavily with 
my difpofition.that this goodly frame the earth feemes tomeea 
ftmllpromontoric; thismoft excellent Canopie the aire, looke 
yon, this brave ore-hanged firmament, this majefticail roofe fret- 
ted with golden fire, why it appeareth nothing to me but a fonle 
andpeftilent congregation of rapours. Whatapieceaworkeis 
man ! how noble in realbn 1 how infinite in faculties ! in forme and 
moving how expreffe and admirable! inaaion how like an An- 
gel ! in apprehenfion how like a God 1 the beauty of the world, the 
paraoon of animals;& yet to me what is this quinteffence of dull ? 
man delights not me, nor woman neither, though by your foiling 
you leeme to lay fo. 

Hof My Lord there was no fuch ftufte m my thoughts. 

Ham.Why did ye laugh then,when I laid man delights not me? 

Hof To thinke my Lord, if you delightnot in man, what Lenten 
entertainment thcPlaiers ftiall receive from you,vvc coated them 
on the way, and hither are they comming to offer you fervice. 

Ham. He that playes the King (hall be welcome, his Majeftie 
fhal 1 have tribute of mee, the adventurous Knight (hallufe his 
foy le and target, the lover (hall not figh gratis, the humorous man 
(hall end his part in peace, and the Lady (hall fay her mind freely, 
or the blanke verfe (hall halt for’t. W hat players arc they ? 

Rof. Eventho(e you were wont to take (ijch delight in,the Tra- 
gedians of the City. 

H^zw. How chances it they travell? their refidence bothinre- 

putation and profit was better both wayes. 

Hof. I thinke their inhibition comes by the meancs of the late 

innovation. , . t - 

Ham. Doc they hold the fame eftimation they did when I was 

in the City ? are they lb followed ? 

^<?/Noindeed,theyarenot. 

Ham . It is not very ftrange ; for my uncle is King of Denmark* 
and thofe that would make mouthes at him while my father lived, 
give twenty, forty, fifty,a fwndred duckets a peece for his 
in little : s’blood there is fomething in this more than naturall, it 
PhiJolbphy could finde it out. .AFloffrrJh. 

There are the players. 

Haw* 







Prince of Den marked 

Gentlemen you are welcome to your hands: 

coS^then,th appurtenance ofwelcome is taftiionandceremo- 

me comply with you in thisgarbe, left myextentrothe 
?IaiSs,“ hichItellyoumuft(hew tairly outwards, (hould more 
appeare like entertainment than yours ; you are welcome, but 
my Uncle-father and Aunt-mother are deceived. 

Si Sbut7a?No^^^^ when the wind is Sou. 

therly I know a hawke from a hand-faw. 

Enter Polonim. 

Po/.Wcllbe with you Gentlemen. 

Ham.Haxke you GujUenflern-fixA you too, at each care a hea- 
rer, that great baby as you fee is not yet out ofhis fwadhng clouts. 

if./.Happelyheis thefecond time come to them, for they fey 
an old man is twice a child. 

Ham. I will prophecie that he comes to tell me ofthePlayerj 
marke it : You fay right fir, a Munday morning twas then indeed. 

T’s/.MyLordihave ncwestotellyou. 

Ham. My Lord I have newes to tell you ; when Hoffm was an 
A£torinRomc. 

Hoi. The Aaors are come hither my Lord. 

Ham. BuZjbuz. 

Hoi. Upon mine honour. 

Then came each Aaor on his afle. 

^ol. Thebeft Aaors in the world,either for Tragedy, Comedy, 
Hiftory, Paftorall, Paftorall-Comicall,Hiftorical-Paftorall feene 
indevidable, or Poem unlimited: Seneca cannot bee too h^vie, 

nor Hlautnt too light for the law of writ and the liberty j the(e are 
rfieonelymen. 

pam. O fe^tha Judge of Ifrael what a treafurehadft thou? 

Hoi. What a treafurc had he my Lord ? 

Ham. Why onefaire daughter and no more, the which hee lo- 
Vcd^paflingwell. 

THol. Still on my daughter. 

Ham. Am I not i’th right old Jeftha} 

Pol. W hat followcs then my Lord ? 

Ham. Why as by lot God wot , and then yon know it came to 
paSe,asmoftlikeitwas : thefirft tow of the pMis chaofon will 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 

ifliew yon more, for looke where my abridgemenc comes. 

Eftter the pUjers. 

■ Hat».Yo\i are welcome matters, welcome all , I am glad to fee 
thee well, welcome good friends; oh old friend ! why thy face is 
valanc d fince I law thee laft , com’ft thon to beard mee in De/i. 
markf ? what my young Lady and Miftrefle my Lady your Ladi- 
fhip is neercr to heaven than whenifawyou laft by the altitude 
of a.chopine, pray God your voice, like a peece of uncurrant gold, 
be not crackt within the ring : matters you are all welcome,wcc’ll 
e’en to’t like friendly Faukners , fiye at any thing wee lee, wee’ll 
haveafpeechftrait, comegive usatafte of your quality, come a 
pallionate Ipeech. 

Player. What Ipeech my good Lord ? 

Ham. Iheard theefpeakemcafpeechonce,butitwaSBevera- 
cled, or if it was, not above once, for the play I remember pleafed 
not the million, ’twas caviary to the generall, but it was as I recei- 
ved it and others , whole judgements in luch matters cried in the 
top of mine, an excellent play , welldigefted in the Icenes, fet 
downe with as much modefty as cunning. I remember one faid 
there were no lallets in the lines to make the matter lavoury, nor 
no matter in the phrafe that might indite the author of affeftion, 
but call’d it an honeft method, as wholelbme as lweet,and by very 
much more handlbme than fine ; one Ipeech in’t I chiefly loved, 
'twas tyEmas talketo Dido, and thereabout ofit elpecially when 
he Ipeakes of Prwiwj flaughter, if it live in your memory begin at 
this line,let me fee, let me lee,the rugged Vyrrhm like th’ircaniati 
Beaft, 'tis not it begins with The rugged Pyrrhiu,^i 
whole fable armes, 

Blacke as his purpofe did the night refemble, 

When he lay couched in th’ominous horle. 

Hath now his dread and blacke compleibion Imear’d 
W ith Heraldry more difmall head to foot ; 

Now is he totall Gules, horridly trickt 

With blood of Others, mothers, daughters, Ibnnes, 

Bak’d and embafted with the parching ftreets. 

That lend a tyrannous and a damned light 
To their Lords murder, rotted in wrath and fire, 

And thus ote-cifed with coagulate gore, 



©/ Denmarke.' 

with eyes like Carbuncle, the hellifh *Fjrrh$u 
Old granfire PriAm feekes j fo proceed you. ^ . 

pfi^ott God my Lord wellfpoken,with good accent and good 
7/4V. Anon he finds him . r j 

Striking too fhort at Greekes, his anticke fword 
Rebellious to his arme, lyes where it falls. 

Repugnant to command ; unequall rnatchc, 

Pyrrhus at Priam drives , in rage ftrikes wide. 

But with the whiffe and winde of his fell fwoi^ 

Th’unnerved father falls. 

Seeming to feele this blow, with flaming top 

Stoops to bis bale, and with a hideous crafh 

Takes prilbner Pyrrhus eare : for loc his Iworq, 

Which was declining on the milky head ^ 

Of reverent *Priam> Icem’d i’th ayre to tticke. 

So as a painted tyrant Pyrrhus flood, 

Likeaneutrall to his willand matter. 

Did nothing: 

But as we often lee againft fbme ftorme, 

A filence in the heavcns,the rackes ftand ftill. 

The l^ld wind Ipeechlefle , and the orbe below 
As hufh as death,anon the dreadfull thunder 
Doth rend the region : fo after Pyrrhus pawfo, 

A rowfed vengeance fetshim new aworke. 

And never did the Cyclops hammers fall. 

On his armour, forg’d for proofe eterne. 

With lefle remorfe than bleeding (word 

Now fa 11s on PrMiw. 

Out, out, thou ftrumpet'Fortune ! all you gods 
in generall fynod take away her power, 

Breake all the Ij^kes and felloes from her vybeele, 

' And bouleihe round nave downe the hill bfheaven, 
Aslowastothefiends- 
jPo/. This is too long. 

Ha, It fliall to the Barbers with your beard : prethee fay on,he*s 
for a‘ jig,or a tale of bawdmor he fleeps ; fay on, come to Hecuba. 
jP%.But who, ah woe had feene the mobled Queene. 
H4i».ThernobledQueene ! 

F Tele* 
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Tie Tragedy ©/Hamlet 

Ptf/tf. That’s good. 

P/ 4 /. Run barefoot up and downe,threatning the flamcSj 
WichBifonrhume,aclout upon that head 
, Where late the diadem flood, and for a robe. 

About her lanke and all ore-teamed loynes, 

A blanket in the alarme of fearc caught up. 

Who this had feene, with tongue in venome fteept, 

’Gainft fortunes ttate would treafon have pronounc’d ; 

But if the gods themfelves did fee her then, 

W hen file law P/rr/3i« make malicious Iport 
In mincing with his fword her husbands limbes. 

The inftant burfl of clamor that flie made, 

Unlefle things morcall move them not at all. 

Would have made milch the burning eyes of heaven. 

And paflioninthegods. 

Po/.Looke where be has not turned his colour, and has teates 
in’s eyes : prethee no more.. 

P/^w.’Tis well. He have thee fpeake out the reft of this (bone.’ 
Good my Lord doe you fee the Players well beftowed, doe you 
heare, let them be well ufed , for they are the abftraft andbriefe 
Chronicles ofthe time; after your death you. yverc better have a 
bad Epitaph, than their ill report while you live. 

y<?/. My Lord I will ufe them- according to their defert. 

JJam.Gods bodkin man much better, ufe every man after his 
defert, and who Iball fcape whipping ? ufe them after your owne 
honour and dignity , the leflethey deferve the more merit is in 
your bounty ; Take them in, - 

P<j/. Come firs. 

Ham. Follow him friendsjWee’ll heare a- play to morrow ; doeft 
thou heare me old friend, can you play the murder of GoKx,ag9 ? ' 

P/« 9 '.ImyLord. . ■ : ‘ ^ 

Ham. W ee’Hbay’t to moitow night i you copH forpeed ftudy 

a Ipeech of fome dofen lines, or ilixteene lines , which I would fet 
downe and infcrtin’c, could you not? ; 

P/^.ImyLord. 

Very well :foUow that Lord, and lookeyou mockehiai 
not- My goodfriends,Ile leave you tillnight, you are welcome 
u>Elfe»(mr» Extmt 



Trince of Dcnmarkc^ 

Good my Lord. 

Ham - 1 lb, God buy to you ; now am I alone. 

O what a Rogue and pefant flaveam 1 1 
Is it not monflrous that this Player here 
But in a fi<flion, in a dreame of paflton. 

Could force his foule lb to his owne concert. 

That from her working all the vifage wand 

Tearesinhiseyes,dittra6fion in’salped, 

Abroken voice, and his whole funftion luting 
With formes to his conceit, and all for nothing^ 

For Hecuba ? 

What’s Hecuba tohim,or he to her, 

That he Ihould weep for her ? what would he doe 
Had he the motive, and that for palfion 
That I have ? he would drown the ftage with teares 
And cleave the generall care with horrid fpeech 
Make mad the guilty, and appeale the free. 

Confound the ignorant ,and amaze indeed 
The very faculties of eyes and cares j yet I 
A dull and muddy mctled raskall,peake 
Like yoA«-a-dreames, onpregnant of my canfe; 

And can lay nothing, no not for a King, 

Upon whole property and moft deare life 
A damn’d defeat was made ; am I a coward ? 

Who calls me villaine, breakes my pate acroflC: 
Pluckes off my beard, and blowes it in my face, 
Twekes me by’th nofc, gives me the lye i’th throat 
As deep as to the lungs ? who does me this ? 

Hah ?s’wounds I fhould take it, for it cannot be 
But I am pigeon liver’d, and lacke gall 
To make oppreffion bitter, or ere this 
I Ibould have fatted all the region Kites 
With this {laves offall ; bloudy,baudy villaine, 
RemorflelTejtrecherous, lecherous, kindlelTe villaini 
W hy what an Alfe am I ? this is moft: brave, 

That I the fonne of a deare father murthered. 
Prompted to my revenge by heaven and hell, 

Muft like a whace unp«ckc my heart with words, 
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And fall a curfing like a very drabbe, ftallionj fie upon’t, foh. 

About my braines>hum, 1 nave heard 

That guilty creatures fitting at a Play 
Have by the very cunning of the Scene 
Beene ftrooke fo to the Ibule^that prefently 
They have proclaim’d their male&£lions : 

For murther though it have no tongue will fpeake 
With moft miraculous organ. He have thefe Players 
Play Ibmething like the murther of my father 
Before mine uncle : lie obferve his lookes> 

He tent him to the quicke> if a doe blench 

I know my courfe. The fpirit that I have feene 
May be a divell, and the diyell hath power 
T’aflume a pleafing foape, yea and perhaps 
Out of my weaknefle and my melancholly* 

As he is very potent with fuch fpiritSj 

Abufes me to damne me ; He have grounds 
More relative than this, the Play’s the thing 
Wherein He catch the confcience of the King. Exit, 

Enter King> Queene, Polonins, OfheltAy Rofencrms, 
denHerne, Lords. 

King. And can you by no drift of conference 
Get from him why he puts on this confufion. 

Grating (b harfhly all his daies of quiet 
With turbulent and dangerous lunacie? 

He does confefTe he feeles himfelfe diftra£lcd. 

But from what caufe he willby no meanes fpeake.' 

(j^/.Nor dee wc find him feward tobefbundedr 
But with a crafty madneflekeepes aloofe 
W hen we would bring him on to fbmc confcffion 
Ofhistrueeftate. 

Did he receive you well ? 

Rof. Moft like a Gentleman. 

G^^/. But with much forcing of his difpofttioit, 

Rof. Niggard of queftion, but di our demands 
Moft free in his reply. 

QHee. Did you a^y him to any paftime? 

Rof. Madam, it fo fell out that certainc Players 
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We ore-rahght on the way, of thefe we told him, 

And there did feeme in him a kind of joy 
To beare of it ; they are hereabout the Court, 

And as 1 thinke they have already order 
This night to play before him. 

Tis moft true, 

Andhebefeechtmeto entreat your Majefties> 

Toheare and fee the matter. 

With all my heart, 

And it doth much content me, 

Toheare him lb inclin’d; 

Good Gentlemen give him a further edge. 

And drive his purpofe into thefe delights. 

RefWc fhall my Lord. Exeunt Rof & yffjL 

King. Sweet Gertrard leave us two. 

For we have clolely fent for hither j 

That be as ’twere by accident may here 
Affront ; her father and n^ felfe, 

Wee’ll fo beftovv our felves,that feeing unfeene 
W e may of their encounter frankly judge* ‘ 

And gather by him as h e is behav’d, 

If’tbe th’afflidion of hislove or no 
That thus he fuffers for. 

Qaee. I ftiall obey you t ' 

And for my part Ofhelia I doe wifh - 

That your good beauties be the happy caufe 
Of/Ajw/^wwildnefle/o/hall Ihbpe yourvertues^ 
Will bring him to his wonted way againe, 

To both your honours; 

Ophel. Madam > I wifh it may. 

PoLOfhelia walk you here : gracious fb pleafe yott 
We willbeftow our fclvcs ; read on this Bookc, 

That fhew of fuch an cxercife may colour 
Your lonelinefle : we are oft to blame in this, 

’ris too much prov’d, that with devotions vifege. 
And pious aftion we doefegar o’rc 
The divellhimfelfe. 

King, O ’tis too true : 
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How fraait a lafh that fpeccb doth give my-cotifcicnoe/ 
The harlots cheeke beautied with plaftring art, 

1 s not more ugly tothe thing that helpes it. 

Than is my deed to my moft painted word : 

O heavie burden! Enter Hamletl 

Po/. I heare him comming, withdraw my Tord. 

Helm. To be, or not to be, that is the queftion, 

W hecher ’tis nobler in the mind to lufter 
The flings and arrowes ofoutragious fortune. 

Or to take armes againft a lea oftroublesi 
And by oppofing end them : To dye to flecpe 
No more ; and by a fleepe to fay we end 
The heart-ake, and the tnouland naturall Ibockes 
Thatflefhishfeireto j’tisa confummation 
Devoutly to be wiflit, to dye to.fleepe. 

To fleep perchance to dreame, I there’s the rub. 

For in that fleep of death what dreames may come* 
Whenwe have fhuffled off this mortallcoyle 
Muft give us paufe, there’s the relpe<9: 

That makes calamity ofib long life : 

For who would beare the whips and (comes of time, 
Th'opprelTors wrong, the proud mans contumely, . 
The pangs of defpifed love, and the Lawes delay. 

The infblence of office, and the (purnes 
That patient merit of th’unwOTthy takes. 

When as himfelfe might his make 

With a bare bodkin ? who would fardels beare. 

To grunt and (weat under a weary life ? 

But that the dread oflbmething after death, • 

The undifcover’d Countrey, from whofe borne r 
No traveller retnmes, puzzels the will 
And makes us rather beare tho(e ills we have, 

Than fiye to others that we know not of. 

Thus confoience does make cowards. 

And thus the native hievyofcefolution 
Is (icklicd ore with the pale caft of thought : 

And enterprifes ofgreat pitch and moment. 

With this regard their currents turne awry, 



frince o/Dcnmarkc. 

J^ndlofethenamcofaffion. Soft you now, 

Thefaire Nimphin thy Orizons ? 

Be all my fins remembred ? 

Ophel. Good my Lord, 

How does your honour for this many a day ? 

Ham. I humbly thanke you, well. 

O phel. My Lord I h ave remembrances of yOurs, 

That I have longed long to re-deliver, 

I pray you now receive them. 

Ham No,not I, I never gave you ought. 

Ofhel. My honour’d Lord, you know right well you did 

And with them words of fo flveec breath compofed 

As made thele things more rich : their perfume loft». 

Take thele againe : for to the noble minde 
Rich gifts waxepoore when givers prove unkind. 

There my Lord. 

Ha, ha, are you honeft ? 

' Ophel. My Lord. 

Are you faire? 

Ophel. W hat meanes your Lordfhip ? 
ham. That if you bee honeft and faire , you Ihould admit nO; 
dilcGurfe to your beauty. 

Ophel.Cowl^ beauty my Lord have better commerce 
Than with honeftie. 

Ham. I truly, for the power of beautie will (oOnertransforme 
honefticfrc' vvhat it is to a baud, than the force of honeflic can 
tranflate beauty to his likencfle t this was. fomctime aParadOxe, 
but now the time gives it proofc.. I did love you once.. 

Indeed my Lord you made me beleeve lb. 

Ham. You fnculd not have belecv’d mee, fear vcrtue cannot lb 
evacuate our old ftocke but wefliallrellilhofit : Moved you nor. 
OpA?/. I vyp.%dien!io^Tded0ived,,-j. 

Ham. Get thee a Nunry,why wouldfl thbu be a breeder of lin- 
nets ? I am my^eife indifferent honeft,bUt’;^ I cbuldaccufe me 
of fuch things, that it were better my mqthec hadmot born me ;T 
am very proud, revengeful!, ambitiotls, withrmbte offences at my 
beck than I have thoughts to put them in,imaginatibn to give the 
fcapc,ortimcto a£f thcm:in:whlitfl\0ujdfudifcllowesasi doe 
^ , aawlirtg. 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 

crawling betweene earth and heaven? we arc arrant Knaves, Iw- 
Jeeve none of us, go thy waiesto a Nunry. W here’s yovu: father?* 
Ophel. At home my Lord. 

Ham. Let the doores be fhut upon him, 

That hemayplay thefoole no where but in’sownehoufe: 
Farewell. 

Ophel. O he-lpe him you fweet heavens. 

^-^w.Ifthou doft marry.Ile give thee thisplagiie forthydow- 
ry, be thou as chafte as Ice, as pure as Inow, thou (halt not efcape 
calumny, get thee to a Nunry ,ftrewell. Or if thou wilt needs mar- 
ry, marrie a fbole,.fbr wilemen know well enough what monftcrs 
you make ofthem .‘ to a Nunry, goe, and quickly too, farewell. 
Ophel. Heavenly powers reftore him. 

Ham . I have heard of your paintings well enough: God hath gi- 
ven you one face, and you make your felves another, gig and am- 
ble, and you lift you nickname Gods creatures , and make your 
wantonnefle ignorance ; go coo,Il e no more on’t,it hath made me 
mad : I lay vve will have no moe marriages, thofe that are married 
already all but one Ihall live, the reft Hull keepe as they are: toa 
Nunriegoe. JSxit. 

O what a noble minde is here orethrowne ! 
TheCourtiers,Souldiers,Scholars,eie,tongue,fword, 
Th’expeaatioir andRofe of the faire ftate, 

The glafle of fafhion, and the mould of forme, 

Th oblerv’d of^ll obfervers, quite, quite downe, 

And I of Ladies moftdejeft and wretched. 

That liiekt the honey of his Muficke vowes j 
Now fee what noble and nioft foveraignerealbn 

Like fweet bels jangled out of time, mnd harfli, 

That unmatcht for me and ftature ofblowne youth 
Blafted.yvith extafie.'O woeis me • ; : •> 

T’ have feen what I have feen, fee what'T fee L Exit] 

f ey 'King and T^otoKitiis' ' * 

JC/^^.Love Ihisa^dHbns ck)c not that way ter^ 

For what he fpake, though it lackt forme a little, 

W as not like madne^there's fbmethingin his fonic 
Qre which his melancholy fitsbn brood, ' 

And I doe doubt chehatch and thedifdofe 

WiU 
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Will be lome danger ; which for to prevent 
I have in qiiicke determination 
Thus fet downe : he (hall with Ipeed to Englan^ 

For the demand of our negleaed tribute : 

Haply the Seas and Countries different. 

With variable objeas fball expell 
This fomething fetled matter in his heart. 

Whereon his Dtaines ftill beating, 

Puts him thus from fafhion ofhimfelfe. 

What ihinke you on’t? 

P»/.Itfhalldoewell: 

But yet I doe beleevc the origen and commencement of it 
Sprung from negleaed love : how now Ophelia ? 

You need not tell us what Lord Hamlet laid, 

W e heard it all : my Lord doe as you pleafc. 

But if you hold it lit, after the Play 
Let his Queen-mother all alone entreat him 
To fhew his griefe ; let her be round with him. 

And He be plac’d ( fb pleafe yon) in the eare 
Of all their conference : if fhe find him not. 

To England fend him, or confine him where 
Your wifdome beft fhall think. 

King. It (hall be fb, 

MadnelTein great ones muft not unmatcht goe. 

Enter Hamletyand three of the Flayers. 

Ham. Speake the fpeech I pray you as I pronounc’d it to you, 
trippingly on the tongue; but if you mouth it, asmanyofouc 
Players do,Ihad as lievetheTowne-crierlpoke my lincs:nordo 
not faw theaire too much with your hand,thus,but ufe all gently; 
for in the very torrent tempeft, and, as I may fay , whirle- wind of 
your paffion you muft acquire and beget a temperance that may 
giveit fmoothneffe ; O it offends mee to the Ibulc to heare a ro- 
DuftiousPerwig-pated fellow teare a paffion to totters , to very 
rugs, to fpleet the cares of the ground-lings, who for the moft part 
are capable of nothing but inexplicable dumbe fhewes and noife: 
I would have fech a fellow whipt for ore-doing Termagant,it out- 
Hereds Herod, pray you avoid it. 

I warrant your honour. 

G . Ham: 
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f: '' Ham. Be not too tame neither, but let your own dilcretiotibe 
your tutor; futetheadliontothe word, the word to theaftion 
with this fpeciallobfervance , that you ore-ftep not the modeftic 
of Nature : For any thing (bore-done is from the purpofeofpljy, 
ing, whofe end both at firft, and now,was and is, to hold as ’twere 
the Mirrour up to nature , to fltew vertue her feature , icorne her 
o.vne image, and the very age and body of the time his forme and 
preflure : now this over-done, or come tardy oS ^ough it makji 
the unskilful! laugh, cannot but make the judicious grieve; the 
cenfure of which one muftin your allowance ore- weigh a whole 
Theater ofothers. O there be Players that lhavefeeneplay,and 
heard others praife,and that highly, not to (peak it profanely, that 
neither having the accent of Chriftians, nor the gate of Chriftian, 
Pagan, nor man, have Co ftrutted and bellowed,that I have thought 
feme of Natures Joarny-men had made men,and not madethem 
well,they imitated humanity fo abominably. 
i*/. 9 '.Ihopc we have reformed that indifferently with us. 
Ham.O refbrme it altogether : and let thofo that play your 
Clownes fpeake no more than is iet dovvne for them , for there be 
ofthem that will themfelves laugh, to let on fome quantitieof 
barren ipc6fators to laugh too, though in the meane time fome 
neceflary queftion of thePlay be then to be confidered : that’s vil- 
lanous, andfhewesamoftpitifull ambition intheFoolcthatu- 
fes it :goe, make you ready. How now my Lord? will the King 
hears this piece of worke ? 

Eater T olomuS)^tiyldenfierne,anJt Rofeacrata^ 

Pol. And the Queene too, and that prelently. 

Ham. Bid the Players make hafte.Will you two help to naden 
^c/ilmyLord. Exeunt thofe two. ^thtne* 

Ham . W hat hoe, Horatio f 
Hora. Herelweet Lord, at your forvice. 

Ham . Horatio, thou art ecn as Juft a man 
As ere my converlation cop’t withalL 
. O my dcare Lord. 

H< 2 »a.Nay,doe not thinke I flatter. 

For what advancement may I hope from the* 

That no revenue haft but ihy good ^irits 

To feed and cloath thee ? why Ihould the pobf be Ikttered * 



Prince of Denmark^ 

No let the candied tongue lickeabrurd pompe, 

Andaooke the pregnant hinges oHhe knec 

Where thrift may follow fawning : doeft thou heate ? 
Since my deare foule was Miftris of her choice, 

And could of men diftinguifo her dcaion, 

Sh’ath fcal’d thee for her felfe: for thou haft bin 
Asoneinfufifering all that fufters nothing j 

Amanthatfortuncsbuffets and reward 
Haftta’n with equall thanks .-and blcftarethore 
Whofe blood and judgement are fo wellcomedlcd 
That they are not a pipe for fortunes finger. 

To found what flop fhe pleale ; give me that man 
That is not pa(fions flave, and I will weare him 
In my hearts core, I, in my heart of heare. 

As I doe thee. Soinething too much ofthiSj 
There is a play to night before the King, 

One Scene of it comes necrethe circumftance 
WWch I have told thee of my Fathers death ; 

I prethee when thou feeftthac on foot 

Evenwith the very comment of thy foule 

Obfetve my uncle ; ifhis occulted guile 
Doe not it felfe unkennell in one (pcech* 

It is a damned Ghoft that we have leenc. 

And my imaginations are as foule 
As Vulcans ftithy :give him heedful! note. 

For I mine eyes will rivet to his fiice. 

And after we will both our judgements joind 
In cenfure of his feeming. 

Well my Lord, 

iFa fteale ought the wbilft this P lay is playing 
And (cape detc£fion, I will pay the theft. 

Enter Trumpets and Kettle DrttittS)Kin£s 

^^en,PoloniutyOphelia. 

■K*w.They are comming to the play,I muft be idle, 
^et you a place. 

King. How fares our Coufin Hamlet. 

Ham. Excellent ifoitfa, 

Ofthc Cameleons diCh, I cat the aire, 
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?tt)mHc-aam’d,you cannot feed Capons fo. 

King. I have nothing with this anfwer Hamlet t 
Thefe words are not mine. 

Ham. No, nor mine now my Lord- 
Y ou plai’d once in the Univerfity you fay. 

Pol. That did I my Lord, and was accounteda good A6lor. 
Ham. What did you enad ? 

Pol. I did ena6l Jttlius ^afar, I was kill’d i’th Capitoll, 
kill’d me. 

Ham. It was a brute part of him to kill lb capitall a calfcthere 
Be the Players ready? ‘ ' 

Pof. I my Lord, they flay upon your patience. 

Come hither my deare Hamlet, fit by me. 

Ham.No good mother, here’s metall more attraflive. 

Pol, O ho, doe you marke that ? 

Ham. Lady, fhall I lye in your lap ? 

Ophel. No my Lord. 

Ham. Doe you thinke I meant Countrey matters ? 

Ophel. I thinke nothing my Lord. 

That’s a fairc thought to lye between maids legs- 
OpheL What is my Lord ? i 

Nothing. 

OpAtf/. You are merry my Lord. 

Ham.^hoJ} 

Ophel. Imy'Lotd. 

Ham. O God ! your onely Jig-maker, what Ihould a man doe 
but be merry: fbrlookeyouhow cheerfully my mother lookcsj. 
and my father died within’s two houres. 

Ophel. Nay,’tis twice two moneths my Lord. 

Ham. So long ! nay then lot the divell weare black, for He have 
a fute of fables : O heavens dye two months agoe, and not fbr- 

f otten yet ! then there’s hope a great mans memory may out-live 
is life halfe a yeere j but berLady a muft build Churches then, or 
clfe fhall a fuffer not thinking on, with the Hobby-horfc,whofe E- 
pitaph isjfbr O, for O, the Hobby-horfe is forgot. 

The Trumpets fomd. , Dtmheflsewfottowes, 

£uter a and a Queen, the Queene embracing him, and he 

her} he t akes her up, and declines hie bead upon her necks , 

him 
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him dewne upon a banks of flowers , Jhe feeing him afleepe, Iffl^es 

him: anon come sin another man, takes off his Crowne,kijres it, 
tomes voifon in the fleepers eares, and leaves him : the Queen re- 
tmneslflndes the King dead, makes paffionate aUion, the poif mer 
rvithfonne three or four e comes in again, feem to condole with her, 
the dead body is carried away, the poif mer woes the Queene with 
fifts,jhe feemes harff a while,but in the end accepts love. 

* Ophel. What meanes this my Lord ? 

Ham- Marry it is munching Mattico, it meanes mifehiefe. 
Ophel. Belike this fhew imports the argument of the Play. 
Ham. We fhall know by thjs fellow, £nter Prologue. 
ThePJayers cannot keepe, they’ll tell all. 

Ophel. Will a tell us what this fhew meant ? 

Ha. I, or any fhew that you will fhew him,be not you afham’d 
tofhewjhee’llnotfhameto tell youwhat it meanes. 

Ophel. You are naught, you are naught, He marke the P lay. 
Prologue, For us and for our Tragedy, 

Here ftooping to your clemency, 

W e begge your hearing patiently. 

Ham. Is this a Prologue, or the pofie of a ring ? 

Ophel. ’Tis briefe my Lord. 

As woihans love. 

Enter King and Queene. 

King. Full thirty times hath phosbsu Cart gone round 
’ Neptmes fait wafh, and Tellus orb’d the ground. 

And thirty dozen Moones with borrowed fbecne 
About the world have twelve times thirty been. 

Since love our hearts, and Hymen did our hands 
Unite commutual 1 in moft facred bands. 

.^e.So many journies may the Sun and Moone 
Make us againe count ore ere love be done ; 

But woe is me, you are fo fickc of late. 

So farre from checre, and from your former Hate, 

That I diftruft you ; yet though I diftruft, 

Difeomfort you my Lord it nothing muft. 

For women teare too much, even as they love, 

And womans feare and love hold quantity. 

Either none, in neitha ought, or in extremity, 
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* Mow what my love is proofe hath made you know. 
And as my love is ciz’d my teare is lb : 

Where love is great , the littleft doubts are feare j 
W here little fears grow great^great love grows there. 

I muft leave ihec love, and fliortly tog* 
My operant powers their fnnftions leave to doe, 
And thou flialc livcin this faire world behind. 
Honour’d , bclov'd, and haply one as kind 
For husband Ihaltthou. 

Quee. O confound the reft ! 

Such love muft needs be trealbn in my breaft. 
Infecond husband let me be accurft, 

None wed the fccond but who kill’d the firft : 

The inftances that fecond marriage move 
Arc bale relpe6isofthrift,bnt none of love : 

A fecond time I kill my husband dead 
When fecond husband kifles me in bed. 

Kifig. I do beleevc you thinke what now you (peak. 
But what we doe determine oft we breake, 

Purpofe is but the Have to memory, 

Of violent birth, but poore validity; 

Which now the fruit unripe ftickes on the tree. 

But fall unlhaken when they mellow bc» 

Moft necelTary ’tis that we forget 
T o pay our felves what to our felves is debt i 
What to our felves in paflion we propofe. 

The paflion ending doth the purpole lole; 

The violence ofeithergriefeorjoy 
Their owne cnaflures with themfelves deftroy ; 
Where joy moftrevells griefe doth moft lament ; 
Griefejoy,joy griefes,on flender accident. 

This world is not for aye, nor ’tis not ftrangc. 

That even our loves fhould with our fortunes change: 
For ’tis a queftion left us yet to prove. 

Whether love lead fortune, or elfe fortune love. 

The great ma^ downe, you marke his favourite flics, 
The poore advanc’d makes friends of enemies ; 

And hitheno doth lovcon fortune tend, 
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For who not needsfhall never lacke a friend, 

And who in want a hollow friend doth try, 

Pireftly fealbns him his enemy. 

But orderly to end where I begun, 

Oorwills and fates doe fo contrary run, 

That our devices ftill areoverthrowne : 

Our thoughts are ours, their endsnone of our owne. 

So thinke thou wilt no fecond husband wed. 

But dye thy thoughts when thy firft Lord is dead. 

Quee.^ot earth to me give food, nor heaven light, 

Sport and repofe lockc from me day and nighty 
Todefperationturne my truft and hope. 

And Anchors cheere in prilbn be my feope. 

Each oppofitethat blankes the face of joy. 

Meet what 1 would have well, and it deftroy j 

Bothhere and hence purliie me laftingftrife, i/itw.Iffhefhould 

Ifonce I be a widow, ever I be a wife. break it now. 

King. ’Tis deeply Iworne : Iweet leave me here a while. 

My fpirits grow dull, and faine I would beguile 
The tedious day with lleepi 
^ee Sleep rocke thy brainey 

Andnevercomemilchancebctvveeneus twaine. Exeunti 

Ham, Madam, how like you this play ? 

Quee. The Lady doth proteft too much me thinkes. 

Ham. O but Ihee’ll keepe her word. 

AT/Vii.Have you heard the argument ? is there no offence in*f? 
Ham. No, no, they doe but jeft, poilbn in jeft, no offence i’th 
What doe you call the play? (world. 

AT<«B,.The Moufe-trap ; marry how ? tropically.This play is the 
image of a murther done in Viema, gtm-Mgo is the Dukes name, 
Baftifia, yow fhallfee’;anoni’tisaknavifh piece ofwork, 
but what of that ? your Majeftie and we fhall have free foules, it 
touches us not; let the galled jade winch, our withers arc un- 
Wrung. This is one Lttciantu Nephew to the King. 

Enter Lucianm> 

Ophel. Yon are as good as a Chertte my "Lord, 

I could interpret betweene you and your love 
could the puppits d^llyin^^ 

1 Ofheh 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 



Ophel.YoM are keene my Lordjyou arekeene. 

Ham. Ic would coft you a groaning to take off mine edge. 

Still better andworfe. 

Bam. So you miftake your husbands. Begin murtheref, leave 
thy damnable faces and begin, come, the croking raven doth bel- 
low for revenge. 

Z,»ff.Thoughtsblack,hands apt,drugs fit, and time agreeing, 
Confiderate feafon, eHe no creature feeing. 

Thou mixture ranke, of midnight weeds colle<Sled, 

^Vith Hecats bane thrice blafled, thrice infe6ted. 

Thy naturall magicke, and dire property. 

On whoUbme life uliirps immediately. 

Ham.k poilbns him i’th garden for his eftate,his name's 
^fljthe ftory is extant,and written in very choice Italian:you fliall 
fee anon how the mnrtherer gets the love dtGonz.aq-oes wife. 

Ofhel, The King rifes. 

Quee , How fares my Lord ? 

Fel. Give ore the play. 

King.Givt me fome light, away. 

P <>/. Lights, lights, lights. Exeuntall but Ham & Horatio, 

Ham. Why let the ftrucken Deere goe weep. 

The Hart ungalled play. 

For fome muft watch whilcft fome muft fleep. 

Thus runs the world away. W ould not this fir,and a forrefl offea- 
thers,ifthe reft of my fortunes turn Turk with me, with provincial 
Rofes on my raz’d fhooes,get me a fellowlhip in a city of plaiers ? 

Hora, Halfe a fharc. 

Ham. A whole one I. 

For thou doeft know O Damon dcare 
This realme difmantled was 
O£jovc himfelfe, and now raignes here 
A very very paiocke. 

Hora. You might have rim’d.- 

Ham. O good Horat io,\\t take the Ghofts word for a thoufind 

pound. Didft pCTceivc.^ 

Very well my Lord. 

Hrfw.Uponthetalke ofthepoifoqing. 

Hora. I did very well note him. 

Ham. 



fi/petimarke^ 

Ham. Ah ha, come fome mnficke, come the Recorders, 

For if the King likes not the Comedy, 

Why then belike he likes it not perdie. 

Come, fome muficke.- a 

Enter Rofencraue and ^Hyldenjrerne» 

GhjI. Good my Lord vouchfate me a word with yon. 

Ham. SirawholeHiftorie. 

The King fir. 

Ham. I fir, what of him ? 

Cuyl. Is in his retirement marvellous diftempered. 

Ham. With drinke fir ? 

GhjI. No my Lord, with choler. 

if.j)w.Yourwifedomefliouldfliew it felfe more richer to fig- 
nifie this to the Doctor 5 for for mee to put him to his purgation, 
would perhaps plunge him into more choler. 

Cuyl. Good my Lord put your difeourfe into fome frame. 

And ttare not (6 wildly upon my affaire. 

1 am tame fir, pronounce. 

Guyl. The Queene your mother in moft great afflidfion of Ipi- 
tit,hath fent me to you. 

Ham. Y ou are welcome. 

^«/.Nay good myLord,this courtefie is not of the right breed, 
if it lhall pleafe you to make mee a wholfome anfwer , I will doc 
your mothers commandement , if not, your pardon and my re- 
turne (hall be the end of the bufinelfe. 

Ham.sk I cannot. 

What my Lord ? 

flii.Make you a wholfome anfwer,my wit’s difoas’d,but fir, foch 
anfwer as I can make you fhall command, or rather as you fay, my 
mother ; therefore ho more, but to the matter, my mother you lay. 
. . Rof. Then thus Ihe faies, your behaviour hath ftrooke her into 
Amazement and admiration. 

Ham. O wonderfull fonne that can fo aftonifh a mother ! but is 
there no fequell at the heels of this mothers admiration ? impart. 
Fof ^She defires to fpeak with you in her clofet ere you goto bed# 
Ham. We lhall obey, were Ihe ten times our mother j have you 
any further trade with us ? ^ 

^o/.MyLord you Once did love me. 

1 H Ham. 















TIjeTrdgedyofHumlct 

ffatu. And doe ftill by thefe pickers and ftealers* 

Ref. Good my Lord what is your caufeof diftemper? you do- 
fcrely barrc the doore upOn your owne liberty , if you deny von. 
griefes to your friend. 

Ham. Sir I lacke advancement. 

Ref How can that be, when you have the voice oftheKinp fiFm 
fclfe for your fucceffion in D e^marke ? ^ 

Enter the Players vpith Recorders. 

Ham. I fir, but while the grafle growes ; theproverbe isfotnc- 
thing mufty ; oh the Recorders, let me lee one , to withdraw with 
you ; why doe you goe about to recover the wind of me , as if you 
would drive me into a toile ? ^ 

Gh.O my Lorddf my duty be too bold,my love is too unmanerlv 

Ha. I donor well underftand that : will yoiiplay upon this pipe? 

Cuyl. My Lord I cannot. ^ ^ ‘ 

Ham. I pray you. 

^nyl. Beleeve me I cannot. 

Ham. 1 beleech you. 

Cujl. I know no touch ofit my Lord. 

Ham.lt is as eafie as lying ; govern thele ventages with your fin- 
gers and the thumbe, give it breath with your mouth , and it will 
difcourfe moft eloquent mufick ; look you, thefe are the flops. 

gptyl. But thefe cannot I command to any utterance ofhamio- 
ny, I have not the skill. 

Why look you now how unworthy a thing you make of 
me, you would play upon me,you would leeine to know my flops, 
you would plucke out the heart ofmymyflerie, you would found 
mee from my loweft note to my compaffe, and there is much mu- 
flcke, excellent voice in this little organ , yet cannot you make it 
l{3eake,s blond do you think I am eafier to be plaid on than a pipe? 
Call me what inftrument you will i though you can fret me, yon 

cannot play upon me. God blefle you fir. . 

Enter Polonhus. 

W ol. My Lord the Queen would f^ak vvith you, and prelently. 

J/W.Do you fee yonder cloud that’s almoft in fhape of a camel? 

Po/. By ’th maffe and ’tis like a Camell indeed. 

Methinkes itislikea Wczell, 

Tel, It is blackc like a Wczell. 

Ham. 



?>r/«t:^o/Dcnmafkcr 

Or like a whale. 

wi^come to my mother by by ; 

Th^J^f^lemewthetopofmybent.lWtUcomebyandb^ 

Leave me friends. 

iwilhfayfo. Byandby iseafilyfaid. 

’Tis now the very witching time of night, , 

When Church-yards yawne, and hell it felfebrea 
SSnto.h’^Wrid: no^couldl taketebtood. 

A nd doc filch bitter bufinefle as the day 

Would quaketolookeon ; foft, now to my mother, 

0 heart lofe not thy nature ! let not ever 
The foiile of Nere enter this firme bolome . 
Letmebccruell,not unnaturall. 

1 will ipeake daggers to her, but ufe none. 

My tongue and fbule in thisbe hypocrites ; 

How in my words foever fhe be fhent. 

To give them feales never my fouleconfent. 

Enter KingRofencraus^ndGuyldenfterMC. 

Xing. I like him not,nor ftands it fafe with us 
To let his madnefle range ; therefore prepare you, 
lyour Commiflion will forthwith dilpatch. 

And he to England fliall along with you. 

The tearmes of our eftate may not endure 
Hazzard fo neare us as doth hourely grow 
Outofhisbrowes. 

We will our felves provide ; 

Moft holy and reh’gious feare it is 

To keepe thofe many many bodies (are 
That live and feed upon your Majefty. 

Rof. The Angle and peculiar life is bound 
With all the ftrength and armour of the mind 
To keepe it felfe from noyance, but much more 
That fpirit, upon whole wealedepends and refls 

The lives of many : the cefle of Majef^ ^ 

Dyes not alone, but like a gulfe doth draw 1, ' 

What’sneare it with it : or it is a maflle wheeic, 

Fixt on the fbmnetofthchigheft mount. 
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The Tragedy o/Hamlet 

To whofe huge fpokes ten thouland lefler things 
Are inorteift and adjoin’d, which when it falls, 
iiach fcaU ^nnexniehr ^ pettie confequence 
Artends the boiftrons raine? never alone 
Did the King figh, but a generall grone. 

^/«^.Arme you I pray you to this fpeedy voiaee 

For we will fetters put ab&utthisfeare 

W hich now goes too free footed. 

Hof. We will makehafte. 

Enter Polonim. 

going tohismothers clofet, 
JBenind the Arras He convay my lelfe 

To heare the procelTeJle warnt lliee’l tax him homej 
And as you laid, and wifely was it laid, 

Fis meet that feme more audience than a mother 
Since nature makes them partial], fliould ore-heare 
1 ne fpeech ofvantage ; fare you well my Liege, 

lie call upon you ere you goe to bed. 

And tell you what I heare. r 

King. Thankes deare my Lord. 

0 my offence is ranke, it fmels to heaven. 

It naththeprimalleldeft curfe upon’tj 
A brothers murder ; pray can I not. 

Though inclination be as fharpe as will, 

% guilt defeats my ftrongintent j 

And like a man to double bufincffe bound 

1 Itand in paufe where I fhall firft begin, ' 

And both neglefl: : what if this curfed hand 
Were thicker than it felfe with brothers blood ? 

Is there not raine enough in the fweet heavens 

o warn It white as Ihow "i w^iereto ferves mercy. 

Bur to confront the vilage ofoffence> . 

yer, but this twofoldfbrce, 
i q be foreftalled ere we come to fall. 

Or pardon being downe ? then He lookeup : 

My fault IS paft : but oh I what forme of prayer 
Can ferve my turne ? foigive me my fbulc murther ? 

Lhat cannot be,lince I am ftiJJ poffeft 



^mce o/Dcntnarke. 

of thofe affeas for which I did the murther, 
vjvCrowne,mineowne ambition, and my Queene : 
May one be pardoned and retaine th’oftence ? 

In the corrupted currents of this world 
Offences guided band may fbew by juftice. 

And oft ’tis feene the wicked prize it felfe 
Buyes out the Law j but ’tis not fo above. 

There is no fliuffling, there the aalon lyes 
In his true nature, and we our felvcs compeld 
Even to the teeth and forehead of our faults 
To give in evidence : what then ? what refts ? 

Try what repentance can ; what can it not ? 

Yet what can it when one cannot repent ? ^ 

0 wretched flare ! Obofbmeblackeasdeaihl 

0 limed foule ! that ftruggling tobe free. 

Art more ingaged ! helpe Angels, make affay. 

Bow ftubborn knees, and hearts with firings of ftcele 
Be loft as finnewes of the new-borne babe. 

All may be well. Enter Hamlets. 

HamX^ow might I do it, but now a is praying. 

And now He do't, aud fb a goes to heaven. 

And foam 1 reveng’d ? that would be feann'd j 
A villaine kills my father, and for that 

1 his foie fonne doe this fame villaine fend 
To heaven: 

Why this is bafe and filly, r~— revenge : 

A tooke my father grofl'eJy, full of bread. 

With all his crimes broad blowne, as flufh as May, 
And how his audit ftands who knowes fave heaven ?- 
But in our circumftance andj courfe of thought , 

Tis heavie with him ; and am Ithcn reveng’d 
To take him in the purging of his Ibule, 

When he is fit and fealbned for bis paflage ? 

No, 

Hp fword, and know thou a more heurrid henr, 
Whcnheisdrunke,afleep, or in his rage. 

Or in th’inceftuous pleafure of his bed, 

.At game, a fwcaring, orabont fome a(S^ 
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That has no rellifh of falvation in’tj 
Then trip him that his heele may kicke at heaveOj 
'And that his Ibule may be as damn’d and blacks 
As hell vvhereto it goes ; my mpther ftayes. 

This Phyficke but prolongs thy fickly dayes. 2xitj 

King. My words flyc up, my thoughts remaine below, 

W ords without thoughts never to heaven goe. 

Enter Gertrard and Polonitu. 

Pol. A will come ftrait, looke you lay home to him, 

Tell him his prankes have bin too broad toTjcare with. 

And that your grace hath fereen’d and flood betweene 
Much heat and him. lie filence me even here. 

Pray you be round. E^ter Hamlet, 

Cer. He warrant yon, feare me not, 

W ithdraw, I heare him comming. 

Ham. Now mother what’s the matter? 

Ger. Hamlet thou haft thy father much offended: 

Ham. Mother you have my father much offended. 

Ger. Come, come, you anfwer with an idle tongue. 

Ham- Goe, goe, you quettion with a wicked tongue. 

Ger, Why how now Hamlet ? 

Ham. What’s the matter how ^ 

^er. Have you forgot me ? 

Ham . No DytheRoodnotfb, 

You are the Queene, your husbands brothers wife, ■ 

And would it were not fb, you are my mother. ^ " 

Nay then He fet thofe to you that can Ipeake. 

Ham. Coine,come, and fit you downc, you fhall not budge. 
You goe not till I fet you up a glaffe 
Where you may fee the moftpart of you. 

What wilt thou doe .? thou wilt not murder me? 
Helpeho. 

jPo/. What hoe helpe. 

Ham. How now, a Rat, dead for a Ducket, dead. 

Pol. O I am flaine. 

Q me, what haft thou done ? ' 

Nay I know not, is it the King ? 

Cer. O what a ralh and bloody deed is this ! 

Hm. 
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pymee o/Dcnmarkc. 

j?rf«;.Abk)udy deed, almoft as bad good mother - 
jis kill aking, and marry with his brother. 

t?^r.AskillaKing? . 

I Lady, it was my word. 

Thou wretched, rafh, intruding foole farewell, 

1 tooke thee for thy better, take thy fortune, 

Tbon findeft to be too bufie is f^me danger. 

Leave wringing of your hands, pcaccv^c youdowne. 

And kt me wring your hearr, for fb I fhall 
Ific be made of penetrable ftufife, 

Ifdamned cuftome have not braz’d it fb. 

That it be proofc and bulwarke againft lenfe. 

ger. What have 1 done, that thou dareft Wigge thy tongue 
In noife fo rude againft me ? 

A/kw.Suchana£l: 

That blurres the grace and blufli of mod^fty. 

Calls vertue hypocrite, takes off the Role 
From the faire forehead of an innocent love. 

And fets a blifter there, makes marriage voweS 
As falie as Dicers oathes : Oh fuch a deed 
, As from thebody ofeontraftion plucke? 

The very fbnle , and fweet Religion makes 
Arapibdie of words, heavens, face does glow 
Yea this folidity and compound mafle 
W ith heated vilage, asagainft the doomc. 

Is thought-fieke at the a<ft. 

Ay me, what ad ? 

.That roares fo loud,and thunders in the Index : 
looke here upon this pidure , and on this. 

The counterfeit prefentment of two |>rothers ; . . 

See what a grace was feated on his brow, 

curies, the front of himfelfe. 

An eye like Mars-, to threaten and command, 

A ftation like the Herald Mercury 

New lighted on a heaven-kifling hill, . ; , 

A combination and formeindeed 
W here every god did leeme to let his feale, 

. To give the wosld afliirance of a man. 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 

This was youf husband : look you now what follow^ 
Here is your husband, like a mildew’d eare, 

Blafting his whollbme brother : have you eyes ? 
Could you on this faire mountain leave to feed, 

And batten on this moore ? ha ! have you eyes ? 

Yon cannot call it love, for at your age 
The heyday in theblood is tame, it’s humble, 

And waits upon the judgement ; and what judgment 
W ould ftep from this to this ? fenfe liire you have, 
Elfe cou Id you not have motion ,but fure that fenfe 
Is apoplext, for madnefle would not erre. 

Nor fcnle to extafie was ne’er fo thrall’d. 

But it reierv’d ibme quantity of choice 
To lerve in (uch a difference : What divell was’t 
That thus hath couxen’d you at hodman-blind ? 

Eies without feeling, feeling without fight, 

Eares without hands, or eyes, Ihielling fans all, 

Or but a fickly part of one true fenfe 

Could not fo mope. Oh fliame ! whereis thy blufli ? 

Rebellious hell. 

If thou canft mutine in a Matrons bones 
To flaming youth, let veirtue be as waxe 
And melt in her owne fire, proclaime no fliame 
When the compulfive ardure gives the charge. 

Since froft it felfe as a<51iVely doth burne. 

And reafon pardons will. 

O Ham/et fpeakenomorct 
Thou turn ’ft my t^ery eyes intomyfoulc. 

And there I fee fuch olacke and grieved /pots 
Aswillleavetheretbeirtinfti - 
-HWw. Nay but to live ' 

In theranke fvveat of an inceftuous bed. 

Stew’d in corruption, honying and making love 
Over the nafty ftye. 

O fpeake to me no more, 

Thefe words like daggers enter in mine eares, 

No more fweet 

i/4z».AmurthererandavilIainc, ' 
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<Prince of DenmarkeJ 

A flave that is not twentieth part the ky th 
Of your precedent Lord, a vice of Kings, 

A Cut'purfe of the Empire and the rule, 

Thatfirom a fhelfe the precious diadem ftole, 

And put it in his pocket. Enter GhoSt* 

H 4 *n. A King of ftireds and patches. 

Save me and hover ore me with your wings 

You heavenly guards ; what would your gracious figure ? 
(7fr.Alaflehee’smad. 

Ham>Doe you not come your tardie fonne to chide. 
That lap’ft in time, and paflion lets goe by 
Th’important adling of your dread command? O fey • 
Chofi. Doe not fcarget ; this vifitation 
Is but to whet thy almoft blunted purpofe. 

But looke, amazement on thy mother fits ; 

O ftepbetweene her and her fighing foule ! 

Conceit in weakeft bodies ftrot^eft workes, 

Speake to her Hamlet. 

Ham. How is it with you Lady ? 

Alaffe how is’t with you, 

Thatyoudoebend your eye onvacancie. 

And with th’incorporall aire do hold difcourfe? 

Forth at your eyes yoUr fpirits wildly peepe. 

And as the fleeping Sonldiers in th’alarme. 

Your beaded haire like life in excrements 
Starts up and Hands an end : O gentle fonne ! 

Upon the heat and flame of thy diftemper 
Sprinkle coole patience ; whereon doe you looke ? 

^<«w.Onhim,on him,look you how pale hegleres. 

His forme and caufe conjoin’d, preaching to ftones 
Would make them capable j doe not look upon me* 

Left with this piteous a(ftion you convert 
My fterneeffe<fts; then what I have to doe 
W ill want true colopr, teares perchance for blood* 

To whonq djoe you fpcake this ? 

Doe you fee nothing there ? : 

^er. Nothing at all, yet all that is there I fee. 

Ham. Nor did you nothing heare 
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No nothing but our felves. 

Ham. Why lookc you there, looke how it fteales away, 

My father in his habit as he liv’d, 

Looke where he goes, even now out at the portall. Exit Qhcfi, 
Ger. This is the very coynage of your braine. 

This bodilefle creation extafie is very cunning in. 

Ham. My pulfe as yours doth temperately keep tim<i 
And makes as healthfull mufick ; it is notmadnelfe 
That I have uttred, bring me to the teft. 

And I the matter will re-word, which madnelTe 
Would gambole from. Mother, for love of grace 
Lay not this flattering unflion to your Ibule, 

That not your trelpaffe but my madiiefle fpeakes J 
It will but skin and filme the ulcerous place. 

Whiles ranke corruption mining all within 
Infedls unleene : confefle your felfe to heaven. 

Repent what’s paft, avoid what is to come. 

And doe not Ipread the compoft on the weeds 
To make them ranker : forgive me this my vertue. 

For inthefatnefle of thefe purfic times 
Vertue it felfe ofvice muft pardon begge. 

Yea comb and wooe for leave to doe him good, 

Ger. O Hamlet, thou haft cleft my heart in twainc* 

O throw away the worler part of it. 

And leave the purer with the other halfe. 
Goodnight,butgoenottomy uncles bed, 

Aflume a vertue ifyou have it not. 

That monfter cuftome, who al 1 fenfe doth eat. 

Of habits divell, is Angel yet in this, 

Thattotheuleofa6lionsfaireandgdod - 

He likewife . gives a ftocke or Livery 

That aptly is put on: refrain to night, . 

Andthatlhalllendakindeofeafineffe 

To the next abftincnce, the next more eafie ; 

For ufe almoft can change the flampe of nature. 

And mafter the Divell, or throw him out - 
With wondrous potency : Once more goodjnighr, 

And when you are defirous tobe blcft 
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Ileblcffingbeg of you : for this fame Lord 
I doe repent, but heaven hath pleas’d it lb. 

To punifh me with this, and this with me. 

That I muft be their fcourge and minifler : 

I will beflow him, and will anfwer well 
The death I gave him ; fo againe good night. 

Imoftbecruellonelytobekinde, 

Thus bad begins, and worfe remaincs behind. 

One word more good Lady. 

Cfr. Whatfliallldoe? , 

Hami^ox. this by no meanes that Ibid you doc^ 
let theblowt King tempt you to bed againe. 

Pinch wanton on your cheeke,call you his Moufe, 

And let him for a paire of reechy kifles, 

Or padling in your necke with his damn’d fingers, 
Makeyouto ravellallthis matter out. 

That I efl'entia lly am not in madneffe. 

But mad in craft ; ’twere good you let him know. 

For who that’s but Queen, fairc , fober, wife. 

Would from a paddocke, from a Bat, a Gib, 

Such deare concernings hide ? who would doc fb ? 
No.indelpightoflenleand fccrecie 
Unpeg the basket on the houfes top. 

Let the birds flye, and like the famous Ape, 

To try conclufions in the basket creepe, 

And breake your owne necke downe. 

Ger. Be thou afTur’d if words be made of breath. 
And breath of life, I have no life to breathe 
What thou haft faid to me. 

Ham. I muft to England, you know that. 

^er. Alacke I had forgot, 

Tis lb concluded on. 

ffd.There’s letters feal’d,i& my twofchool-fellowsi 
Whom I will truft as I will adders fang’d. 

They bearc the mandate,they muft Iwcep my way, 
And marfhall me to knavery ; let it worke. 

For 'tis the fport, to ha ve the Enginer 
Hoift with his owne pctar,an’t lhall goe hard 

la 
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But T will delve one yard below their Mines, 

And blow them at the Moone ; O ’tis moft (weec 
When in one line two crafts direftly meet. 

This man lliall fet me packing, 

He lugge the guts into the neighbour roome. 

Mother good night indeed , this Counfeller 
Is now moft ftill, moft fecret, and moft grave. 

Who was in’s life a moft fbolifti prating knave. 

Come fir, to draw toward an end with you. 

G ood night mother. Exit- 

Enter KingdndQueettyWithRefencraui 
and Guyldenflerhe. 

if There’s matter in thele figbes,thefe profound heaves? 
You muft tranflate,’tis fit we underftand them; 

Where is yourfonne? 

Cert. Beftow this place on us a little while. 

Ah mine owne Lord, what have I leene to night ? 

King. W hat Gertrard, how does Hamlet ? 

<j#r.Mad as the lea and wind when both contend 
W hich is the mightier in his lawlelTe fit , 

■ Behind the Arras hearing Ibmething ftir. 

Whips outhis Rapier,cryesaRat,aRat, 

And in this brainifti apprehenfion kills 
The unleene good old man. 

King.O heavie deed ! 

It had been lb with us had we been there. 

His liberty is full of threats to all. 

To you your felfe, to us, to every one. 

Alas, how fball this bloody deed be anlwered ? 

It will be laid to us, whole providence 
Should have kept fhorc?reftrain’d, and out of haunt 
This mad young man ; but lb much was our love 
We would not underftafid what was moft fit. 

But like the owner ofa fbule dilbafe. 

To kecpit fromdivulging, letu^^ 

Even on the pith of life : where is begone ? 

G-ert. To draw apart the bbdy he hath kill'd. 

Ore wbwn his very nsadnefte, likefomc Ore 




frince o/Dcnmarke. 

Among a mineral! of metali bale, 

Shewes it felfe pure, a weeps for what is done. 

gi^g. Gertrard ccmczvivf. 

The Sunne no Iboner lliall the mountaines touch 

Blit we will Ihip him hence, and this vile deed 

We muft with all our Majeftie and skill Enter Rof.& Cftyld^ 

Both countenance and excufe. Ho Guyldenfierttt, 

Friends both, goe joine with you feme further aide, 

Jimlet in madnefle hath Eolonipu flaine. 

And from his mothers clolet hath he drag’d him ; 

Goe feeke him out, fpeake faire, and bring the body 
Into the Chappell j I pray you haft in this ; 

Corne Gertrard, wee’ll call up our wifeft friends. 

And let them know both what we meane to doe. 

And what’s untimely done, 

Whofe vvhifper ore the worlds Diameter, 

As levell as the Cannon to his blanke 
Tranfports his poylbned fhot, may mifle our name. 

And hit the wound lefle aire ; O come away. 

My Ibuleisfullofdilcordand difmay. Exeunt. 

Enter Hamlet, Rofencraus, and others. 

K«.Safely flow’d : but loftly^what noile ? who calls on Hamlet?- 
0 here they come. 

Rof. What have you done my Lord with the dead body ? 

Ham. Compounded it with duft , whereto it is kin. 

Tell us where ’tis, that we may takeit thence. 

And beare it to the Chappell; 

flirw.Doenot beleeveit. 

.Rff/iBeleevewhat ?. 

Ham. That I can keepe your counfcll andnot mine owne j be- 
fides,tobeedemandedofafpunge,wbatreplication fiiouldbee 
made by the fbnne of a King ? 

Ae/iTakcyoumefbralpunge my Lord i 

ALi. I fir, that fokes up the Kings countenance, his rewards, his 
inthorities: but fuch Officers doc the King beft ferviceintheend, 
he keeps them like an apple in the corner of his jaw, fi rft mouth'd 
to be laft fwallowed ; when he needs what you have gleaned, it is 
hut fqueefiflg you, and fpunge you fliall be dry againe. 







The Tragedy of Hatnlct 

ifo/. 1 underfland you not my Lord. 

Bam. I am glad of it ; a knavilh fpecch fleeps In a foolifii eare,1 

Eof, My Lord you muft tell us where the body is, and goe with 
us to the King. 

Ham. The body is with the King, but the King is hot]with the 
body ; the King is a thing. 

A thing my Lord ? 

Bam. Of nothing, bring me to him. Exeunt » 

Enter King and two or three. 

King. I have lent to feek him, and to find the body; 

How dangerous is it that this man goes loofe ? 

Y et muft we not put the ftrong law on him, 

Hee’s lov’d of the diftrafted multitude. 

Who like notin their judgement, but their eyes. 

And where 'tis lb, th’offenders Icourge is waigh’cf. 

But never the offence ; to beare all fmooth and even. 

This fudden fending him away muft feemc 
Deliberate paule ; dileales deaerate growne 
By defperate appliance are reliev’d. 

Or not at all. 

Enter Rofencratts, and atl the refi, 

King.\dovt now ? what hath befallen ? 

RoJ. Where the dead body is beftow’d my Lord 
jW e cannot get from him. 

King. But where is he ? 

Rof. W ithout my Lord, guarded to know your plealurfl.' 

Bring him before us. 

Ref. Ho,bring in the Lord. Thej enter. 

King. Now Hamlet , where’s Folonitu ? 

JFfrfiw. At liipper. 

At fupper? where? . 

Ha- Not where he eats, but where he is eaten, a certain convo* 
cation of politick worms are een at him : your worme is your only 
Emperour for diet. We fat all creatures elfe to fat us, and wee fat 
our felves for maggots ; your fat King and your lean be^ar is but 
variable fervice,two diflies but to one table, that’s the end. 

Alas, alas! . ; 

Ham, A man may fifli with the worme that hath eat of a King* 
^ eat 



Orifice o/Dcnmarke, 

eatofthefilb thathathfed ofthatworme* 
what doeft thou meane by this? 

H4W.*Noihing but to Ihew you how a King may goe a pro- 
erelTethroughthe guts of a beggar. 

Where is ^ jl* 

heaven , fend thither to lee,if your meffenger find him 
not there, feekc him i’th other place your felfe : but indeed it you 
find him not within this moneth,you lhall nofe him as you go up 
the Itaires into the Lobby. 

King. <poe feeke him there. 

H4W. Awillftaytillyoucome. 

King. Hamlet this deed for thine el^ciallfafety. 

Which we doe tender, as we dearly grieve 

For that which thou haft done, muft lend thee hence ; 

Therefore prepare thy felfe, / 

TheBarke is ready, and the winde at helpe, 

Th’alTociates tenci, and every thing is bent 

England. , 

Ham, For England ? 

King.l Hamlet. 

Ham. Good. 

Jf/W.Soisitifthouknew’ft ourpurpofes. 

Ham. 1 fee a Cherub that fees them : out come, for England f 
Farewell deare mother. 

Thy loving lather Hamlet. 

Ham, My mother, father and mother is man and wife* 

Man and wife is one flelli, and lb my mother. 

OfyeoR fix England, Exit, 

Follow him at foot. 

Tempt him with Ipeed aboard, 

Delay it not, lie have him hence to night : 

Away, for every thing is feal’d and done 

That elfe leanes on the affaire ; pray you make haftc : 

And England, if my love thouholdft at ought. 

As my great power thereof may give thee fenfe, ■ 

Since yet thy cicatrice looices raw and red 
After the Danilh fword, and thy free awe 
■ Paies homage to us, thou maift not coldly fee ■ - . 
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Tragedy of Via.m\ct 

Our Soveraigne procefley which impests at full 

By letters congfuing to that efte<ft 

The prefent death ot HamUt, doe it England, 

For like the He6ticke in my blood he ragesj 

And thou muft cure me : till I know ’lis done. 

How ere my baps, my joyes will nere begin. . 

Enter Fortinhajfe with his Army over the Stage 

Tell him that by his licence Fortinhafe 
Craves the conveyance ofa promise march 
Over his kingdome ; you know the rendezvous, 

Jr that his Majeftie would ought with us 
W e ftall exprefle our duty in his eye. 

And let him know lb. - • 

I will doe’t my Lord.' 

Fortin. Goe Ibftly on. 

Good fir whofe powers are thefe > 

^p. They are of Norway fir. 

How propos'd fir I pray you ? 

^p- Againft fome part of Poland. 

Who commands them fir ? 

Cap. The Nephew of old Norway, FortinBralfe. 

Cap. Truely ro ^eake, and with no addition. 

We goe to game a little patch ofground 

That hath in it no profit but the name, 

Nnfv?n duckets, five I would not farme it, 

N r vvill It yeeld to or the ^ ff/ff 

ArMkerrate.niouldithe foldinfec. ' 
WbythentheP.//4cineverwilI^ 

^p. Nay tis already garrifond. 

aoooo.duckets 

Willnotdebate thequeftionofthi'sftraw',* - 

This IS th impoftume of nmeh wealth and pea^^^ 

That inward breakes andlliewesno caiife without 

Why the man dyes’. I humbly thanke you fir. 



I ‘ 
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Trince of Denmark^ . : iv. 

Cap. God buy your (ir, V;.- v. ■ - . -i'.-it,'. tVv'; - v> . •- ■ 
jec/i Wil’cpleaie yougoemy,Lprd,?;, jt )H lori hr- I . 
ffam. lie be with you ftraight, goe a littldbefore.* 
Howalloccafionsdoe inforrne againfi: me, , T;i . 

And fpur my dull revenge'? Whatisjgian, v- 
Ifhischiefe good.and market ^pf^ig time -.rf; iri'i' 

Bebuctofleepeandfeed? abeaft,'nompre.. r 
Surehethat made us with fuch large difcourfe, i ; r 

Looking before and after, gave us not '{ • 

That capability and God-likereafon : i;;. ! 

To fhftin us unus’d rnowyyhetheritbe i^;: ;, -; c : 

Beftialloblivion, or ibmeeraven fertile : I I ■ - d/ 'y' . 

Ofthinkingtoo precilely on th’ event* ' , 

A thought which quarterd hath but one par t wifdom, • 

And ever three parts coward j,I dpq not know ; . 

Whyyet.LUve,to.fay,iiisjthing’s to doe*; " - v . 

SitH rtiave cau(e,ahd willjand.ftrength, andmeanes 
To dpe’t-; examples grofle as earth exhort me , 

Witriefie this army of filch raalTeandpharge, ■ < 

Led by a delicate, and tender Pfince,; : 

Whole Ipirit with divine anibition ppft: i ; 

Makesmouthes attheinvifibJepypnt,: ■. 

Expofingwhatis mortal! and unftce;;;.' -- 

To all tMt fiirtuneVdeadi, and danger dare, '. , . 

IsPbtfb'ftirwidipijt^l^ap a i ; 

But greatly tbyfindequamqU-in'a ftraw, ;;-' ■ 

When honour’s at the fiake. Hpw ftand I then. 

That have a fatherJjiU’d, ampther ftain’d,:. 
&i£ementsp^myjr^albnapd roy hlppd,; . , . ; . ^ 

And let all fleep, while to my fliame I fee 
The imminent death of twenty thouland nierij 
Thatforafantafieandtiickeo^ • : 

Goe t'b their graves like beds ,,fighj:,for a plot 
Whereon the numbers cannqty^’y the caufe,>l ' 

Which is pot tombe enough and eputihent'. , i i ' 

To hidelheilaine ? O from tbis-tinae forth. 

My thoughts be bloody, or be no^ng worth. Sxii, 
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Prince of Dcnmarkei 

r/»/. How doe you pretty Lady. « , 

Othel. W ell j good dild you » they fty the Owle W4S aBakers 
daughter : Lord y wc know what wee are, but know not what wee 
maybe, ^od be at your table. 

Conceit upon her father. 

Ofhel. Pray let’s have no words of this, but when they ask you 
whaf it meanes,lay you this. 

To morrow is S. Valent ints day, Seng, 

All in the morningbetime, 

And I a maid at your window 
Tobe your 

Then up he rdfejand dond his clothes, and dupt the chamber door, 
let in the maid, that out a maidc, never departed more. 
Kwf.VttttyOfhelia, 

Ofnel. Indeed, without an oath, lie make an end on’t* 

By gis and by Saint Charity, 
alacke and fie for fliame, 

Young men will doe’t if they come toV, 
by cocke they are to blame. 

Quoth flie, before you tumbled me you promis’d me to wed» 

(He anfuvers .) So fhould I a done, by yonder fun 

And thou hadft not come to my bed. 

King. How long hath flie been thus ? 

Ofh, I hope all will be well, we muft be patient : but I cannot 
chufe but weep to think they would lay him i’th cold ground ; my 
brother fhall know ofit, & fo I thank you for your good counfell. 
Come my coach, good night Ladies, good night. 

Sweet Ladies good night, good night. 

King. Follow her clofe, give her good watch I pray you. 

C this is the poylbn of deep griefe , itlprings all from her fathers 
death : and now behold O Gertrardy Gertrardy 
W hen Ibrrowes come they come not finglc Ipies, 

But in battalians : firft,her father flaine. 

Next, your (bnnegone,and he moft violent author 
Of his owne juft remove ; the people muddied, 

Thickeand unwholibmein thoughts and whilpers 
For goodPehniut death, & we have done but greenly 
Jnnugger mugger to interrehim; poote Opne/ia 



Divi- 



The Tragedy of Hamlet 

Enter Herat hy Gertrardy anda GeHtletn4n, ' 

I will not Ipeake with her. 

She is importunate. 

Indeed diftraft, her moed will needs be pittied. 

Qtiee. W bat would fhe have ? 

Q ent. She fpeakes much of her father , fayes fhe heares 
There’s trickesi’th world, and hems, and beats her heart, , 

Spumes envioully at flrawes, fpeakes things in doubt 
That carry but halfe lenfe, her Ipeech is nothing, 

Yet the unfliapedufeofit doth move 
The hearers to colle(Sfion, they yawne at it. 

And botch the words up fit to their owne thoughts. 

Which as winkes,and nods, and geftures yeeld them. 

Indeed would make one thinke there might be thought. 

Though nothing fure, yet much unhappil)?. 

Hora. Twere good fhe were Ipoken with, for fhe may flrew 
Dangerous conjedures in ill-breeding minds. ^ 

Let her com. in. E«nO>h,U 4 , 

« To my ficke foule, as fins true nature is, 

« Each toy feemes prologue to fbme great amiffei 
So ftill of artleffejealoufie is guilt, 

** It fpills it lelfe in fearing to be fpilc. 

Where is the beauteous majefty ofDenmarh ? 

Hw now Ophelia ? shefmgs. 

Ophei. How foould 1 your true love know from another one? 
By his cockle hat and ftafte,and^hfsfendallfhoone. " ; 
^ee. Alas fweet Lady , what imports this long ? 



Say you, nay pray you ma'rke. 

He is (dead anci gone Lady, he is dead and gone. 

At his head a graffe-greene turfe, at hisheeles a ftone. 

O ho. 

^ee.'Niyhm Ophelia. 

Oph. Pray you mark. W hire his fhrowd as the mountain Ihow* 
Enter Ktng. 

Alas, looke here my Lord. 

all with Iwcet flowers, Seng, 

Which bev’veept to the ground did not goe, ' 

Withu':’'!' lliowers. 

Kini> 
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T7;e 4) o/ Hamlet 

Divided from her felfe and her fairdjudgement,:^ i- . 

Without\^hicKwe'hfebutpi^reSi or rtteerebeaflt^ . 
Lafty^ndas'rnuchcohtaihingas'alL'thefe,. ’ ' v, h • : 

Her brother is in fecret come from iv'tfWff, ■ - U. j . 

Feeds on this wonder, keeps hirofelFe.'incIouds>. . . 

And wants nbcbu2zersipirife6t-lais«are n 1 ' j. i , ■, \'.o 

With peftilent Ipeeches ofhis fathersdeiatfev t: ’-jn ; ; - 
Wherein neceffity of matter beggerd ■ a : a '' 

Will nothing fticke our perfon to arraigne 
In eare andeare : O my deare ^ertrardytbis, ~r; . ( v: 1, s , . c, i 
Like to a Murdring-Peece in many places . . «v ^ >7 

Gives me duperflirousdeath. . ' ’ ' 

EnterMeJfeHger’..' 

J?"/>^.Attend,wherearemy Swiflers ? let them guard the dJor,, 
What isthe matter? , ' j:; /.- . ■ • 

Save your lelfe my Lord,. ; i ^ 

The Ocean over-peering ofhis lift , . , : r ■ ; g 

Fates not the flats with more impetuous hafte 
Than young in a riotous head 
Orc-beares your Officers 5 the rabble call him Lordjy 
And as the world were now but to begin, i • i . 
Antiquity fbrgOt, cuftome not knovvne, 

The ratifiers and props of every word, 

Theycrychulewe L/j(?rrir/tODeKingj O’ 

Caps, hands, and tongues applaud it to the clouds, . ' ■ 

(hall be King, Z.<rf«r*vj King. ' - 
^ae.Hovv cheerfully on thfi,falfe traile they cry, noife rpitJjh,. 
O this is counter you falfe Danifli dogges. , 

Enter Laertes rvithothers- 
The doores are broke. 

Laer. Where is this King ? firs ftand you all vvithout. 

No let s come in. 

Laer, I pray you give meleave. . 
e^//. We will, we will. 

Laer. I thanke you, keep the doore. O thou vile King 
Give me my father. 

^^e.Caln^ely good Laertes^ 

Laer. That drop of blood that’s calme proclaimes me baftardy 

Cries- 



o/Dcnmarke. 

rries Cuckoldto my father, brands the Harlot 
Even here between the chaflunfinerchedbrow 
Ofmy true mother; . _ 
j<:/»y.WhatisthecaureA;«<frw • 

That tbyrebellion lookes fo Giant-hke ? 

Lethim goc Gertrard>dot notfeareour perfoh. 

There’s fuch divinity doth hedge a King, 

That trealbn can but peepe to what it would* 

Aas little ofhis will: tell me 

Why thou art thus incens’t : let him goe Certrard , , 

Speakeman. r , 

. X^er. Where is my father? 

K/»f.Dead. 

Oy^f.Butnotby him. 

’ JCw. Let him demand his fill. ...... 

Laer. How came he dead ? lie not be jugled with; 

To hell allegeance, vowes to the blackeft Divelb 
Confcience and grace to the profoundeft pit, 

I dare damnation, to this point I ftand. 

That both the world s I give to negli gence, 

let come wfiat comes, onely He be reveng d 
Moftthroughly for my father. ■ , 

Who fhall flay you ? 

Ldtr. My will, not all the worlds : 

And for my meanes. He husband them fo well ^ 

They fhall goe farre with little. 

Jw. Good Laertes, if you defir^ to know the certainty, 
Of your deare father, is’t writ in your revenge, _ 

That foop-ftake, you will draw both friend and foe, 

Winner and lofer.? 

X<jer.Nonebuthis enemies. 

Will you know themtben? 

Laer.'Xo his good friends thus wide He ope my armesj 
And like the kinde life-rendring Pelican 
Repaft them with my blood. 

R'^K^.Whynowyou Ipeake 
like a good childc, and a true Gentleman. . 



Audi 



» gOOQ CliHuCj dim d Li-UC VJ 

,Ti)at I am guiltlefle of your fathers death, 

Kvj: 
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Prince of Dcnmarke^ 

Flaxdn was his pole. 

He is gone, he is gone, and we caft away moane,’ 
6od a mercy on his foule, and all Cliriltian foules. 
6od buy you. 

Liter. Doe you this O God ? 

Xing. Laertet I mnft commune with your griefe, 
Ot you deny meright ; goe but a part. 

Make choice of whom your wifeft friends you wiil. 
And they fhall heare and judge ’twixt you and me. 
If by direft or by collateral! hand 
They findc us touchr, we will our kingdome give. 
Our Grownc, our life, and aU that we call ours 
To you in fetisfa(Sfion;butifnot, 

Be you content to lend your patience 'to us. 

And we (ball jointly lalwur with your foule 
To give it due content. 

Z«r. Let this be fo. 

His mcanes of death, his obfoure funerall, 
NoTrophey,fword, nor Hatchment ore hisbone^ 
No noble right, nor forraall oftentation 
Cry to be heard as ’twere from earth to heaven. 
That I muft call’t in queftion. 

So you fhall. 

And where th’ofifcnce is let the great axe fall. 

I pray you goe with me. 



ExettHt. 

Enter Horatio and others. 

Hera. What are they that would fpeake with me ? 

Qen. Sea*faring men fir, they lay they have Letters for you. 
«vrrf.Let them come in. 

I doe not know from what part of the world 
I fltould be greeted, if not from Lord Hamlet. Enter Sajlers'', 
«J<»y.God^blefle you fir. 

•ff«r<».Lethimbleffe theetooi 

Saj.h. fhall fir anft pleafe him. There's a letter for you fir ,^it 
came from the Embaffadour that was bound for England,if your 
name be Horatio, as I am let to know it is. 

Hor. H tratio^fthtn thon fhalt have over-Iook't this, give thefe 
fcJlowcsfome mcanes tothcKing,thcy have Lettersfor him. Ere 



His beard was as white as Ihow; 





o/ Hamlet . 

we were two dayes old at Tea , aPirat of ve;:y warlike'appejntif 
ment gave us chafe.Findingour felves too flow offaile, we putons 
a compelled valputiaiid inthe grapple I boarded them : in the in-i 
ftant they got cleere of our fliip, fo I alone became their prifoner. 
They have dealt with me like theeyes ofmercy , but they knew 
what they did j lam todoaturnefor them.Let the King have the 
Letters I have ientj and repaire thou to me with as much Ipeed as 
thou wouldft flye death. I have words to Ipeake in thine eare will 
make thee dumbe, yet ate they much too light forthebordofthe 
matter, thefe good-fellowes will bring thee where I am, Rofen- 
cram and GHyldenBerne hold their courfe for J5»j'/(*Wjbfthetn I 
havemiichtotell thee. Farewell. 

So that thottknowefi thine, 

Hamlet, 

Hora Come, I will make you way for thefe your Letters, ii 
And doe’t the Ipeedier that you’may diredl mc: ’ --y - ;■ : . 

Tohimfromwhom you brought them. Exeunt,' 

Enter King und Laertes, _ • 
JO'wg’.Nowmuftyourconlciencemy acquittancelealc, . ■ . 
And you muft put me in your heart for &iend, 

Sith you have heard,and with a knowing care, ^ a! d j 'p > 
That he which hath your noble father flainc' ' r ; 

Purfued my life. . * ■ . 

Z,/z<?r.Icwellappe4rps ; but tcH me. , ' ■ .■ i ; ■- 

Why you proceed not againft thefe feates .‘jr! i r' ;i .7 ■ r; ' ■ ) v '{f. ri : 
So criminall and capitall ill nature,, • ^ t ' 

As by yourfafety,gteatne{re>wilHorae,all things elfc» " Y" 
You mainly were-ftirr’d up* ' ' . ’-V* 

King. O for two Ipeciall reaibns, . : , : :n . ; . i’ ^ 

Which may to you perhaps feemmuchunfinnowldy'r’n/ 

But yet to me tha’re ftrong'; the Queen his ihbther - - ’ 
Livesalmoftbyhislookes,andformyfelfe, • ' 

My vertue or my plague, be it either which, ' ' ' ’ ' ' ' 

Sheisfoconchvetomy lifeandibule, t- . ’ • ' ’ ' • ■ 
That, as the ftarre moves not but in his Sphete, - ^ ^ \ ; ! 
I could not but by her; the Other motive V. 

Why toa publike count Imight fiot goe, ' 

Is the great love the generall gender bcare him. 
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Prince of Dtnmaxkc.' 

who dipping all his faults in their affe61ion, ' . ‘ 

Worke like the Spring that tifrnetb wood to ftonis,' 

Convert his gyves to graces, fo that my arrowes 
Tog (lightly timbered for fo loved armes, 

Would have reverted to my bow agaiqe, 

But not where I have aim’d them. 

laer. And fo I have a noble father loft, 

A fifter driven into delperafe tearmes. 

Whole worth, if praiics may goe backe again. 

Stood challenger on mount of all the age 
For her perfeftions : but my revenge will come. 

King. Breake not your fleeps for that, you muft not thinkc 
That we are made of ftuffc fo flat and dull. 

That we can letour beards be fliooke with danger, 

,And thinke it paftime : you (hortly (Tiall heare more, 

I lov’d your father, and we love our (elfe, ; 

And that I hope willteach you to imagine. 

Enter a Afeffenger with Letters. 

Mejf. The(e to your Majefty,this to the Queen, 

if /wf. From who brought them ? 

Sailers my Lord they (ay, I ftw them not, 

They were given me by he received them 

Ofhim that brought them. 

King. Laertes you (ball heare them : leave US. 

High and mighty, yourjiballknow lam fet naked on yout King- 
dome : to morrow (ha|I I beg leave to fee your Kingly eyes, when 
I (hall (firft asking you pardon) thereunto recount the occalion of 
my fudden retijme. i 

What fhould this meane ? are all the reft come backe? 

Or is it (bme abu(e, and no fuch thing ? 

Laer. Know you the hand ? 

King.’Yis Hamlets c\nxi.&.et. Naked'. 
Andinapoft-feriptherehe (aies alone. 

Can you devile me ? 

Laer. I am loft in it my Lord ; but let him come, 

« wartnes the very .ficknelTe in my heart, 

That I live, and tell him to his teeth, 

Tims didft thou. 

J K King» 











The Tragedy 0/ Hamlet 

If it be fo Ldertes, 

As how fliould it be fo, how otherwife* 

,Will you be rul’d by me ? 

Laer. I my Lofdj fo you will not ore-rule me to a peace/ 
. King. To thine own peace : if he be now returned 
As liking not his voyage, and that he meanes 
No more to undertake it, I will worke him 
To an exploit now ripe in my device, 

Under the which he lliall not chufe but fall, - 
And for his death no wind of blame ftiallbreathe. 

But even his mother (hall uncharge the pra6lice. 

And call it accident. 

Laer. My Lord I will be rul’d. 

The rather if you could devile it lb 
That I might be the Organ. 

Ki»g It falls right : 

You have bin talkt of fince your travell much. 

And that in Hamlets hearing, for a quality 
W herein they (ay you Ihine ; your (iimme of parts 
Did not together pluckelijch envie from him 
As did that one, and that in my regard 
Of the unworthieft fi^e. 

Laer. What part is that my Lord ? 

King. A very riband in the cap of youth^ 

Yet needfiill too, for youth no leffc becomes 
The light and carelelTe livery that it weares, 

Than fetled age his fables, and his weeds. 

Importing health and gravenefle ; two months fince 
Here was a Gentleman of 
I have feene my felf'e,and ferv’d againfi the French, 

And they can well on horfe-backe ; but this Gallanc 
Had wtrch-craft in’t, he grew unto his (eat. 

And to liich wondrous doing brought h is horle 
As he had bin incorp’ft and demi-natur’d 
With the brave bead ; (b farre he topt my thought^ 

That I in forgery of fhapes and trickes -f'.' 

Come (hort of what he did. 

Z-ntr, A was’e ? 



Wmee ofDcrxm^tkc." 

Norman^ 

Jjaer. Upon my life Lamord, 

The very fame. .... 

Latr-l know him well,he is the brooch indeed* 

And gemme of all the Nation. 

^ing. He made confelTion of you, 

And oave you fuch^a mafterly report 
Forartandexercilein your defence, 

Andfbr your Rapier moft efpcciall. 

That he cry’d out, ’twould be a fight indeed 

If one could match you ; the Scrimers of their nation 

Hefivorehad neither motion, guard, nor eyc^ 

Ifyou oppos’d them ; fir this report of his 
Did Hamlet lb envenome with his envie, 

That he could nothing doe, but wilh and be^e 
Yourfudden cornmingore to play with you. 

Now out of this. 

Laer. W hat out of this my Lord ? 

King. Laertes,sNZ% your father deare to you? 

Orare you like the painting of a Ibrrow, 

A face without a heart ? 

Why aske you this? . 

KingXiot that I think you did not love your atheTj 
Bnt that I know lovels begun by time. 

And that I lee in paflages of proofe, ^ 

Time qualifies the Iparke and fire of it ; 

There lives within the very flame of love 
A Itindc of wieke or fnuffc that wi 1 1 abat e it/ 

And nothing is at a like goodnefle ftill ; 

For goodnefle growing ro a plcurifie. 

Dies in his owne too much, that wcwould doe, 

W e fliould doe when we would : for this changes. 

And hath abatements and delayes as many 
As there are tongues, are bands, are accidents. 

And then thi s Should i s like a fpend-thrift figh , 

That hurts by eafing : but to the quicke of th’ulcer, 
comes backe, what would you undertake 
, To Ihew your fclfeindced your fathers Ibnne 

La 
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'IleTra^edy of 
More than in words ? 

To cut his throat i’th Chgteh. 
place indeed fliould murder ianiSuarize) . 

Revenge mould have no bounds ; but good Laerte s 
Will you doe this ? keep dole within your chamber, 

return’d (hall know you.areeome home. 

Wee JJ put on thole fhall praile your excellence> 

And fet a double varnifh on the fame 
'as. Frenchman gave you, bring you in fine together* 

And^wager ore your heads ; he being remifle, 

free from all contriving, 

Will not perule the foiles , lb that with eafe. 

Or With a little Ihuffling, you may chufe 
A Iword unbated, and in a pace of pradice 
Requite him for your father. 

Ivvill doe’tj , 

And for the purpofe ile annoint my fivord : 

I bought an unction of a Mountebanke 
SomortalI,thatbutd^^ 

r n Cataplafme fo rare 

Colleded fi-om all Simples that have vertue 

Under the Moone, can fave the thing from death . . . 

That IS but faatcht withall ; lie to^^^ 

It t IS contagiotf, that, if I gall him fleightly it may be deathi 

Lets further thinke of this, ^ ^ ^ 

Weigh what conveiance both of time and meanes 

Mayfitusroourfliapeifthislhouldfaile,.. ; < • 

n t 3t our drift ]^k through our bad performance 

rr ”^>ght hold 

Ifthisdidblaftmproofe;,f^^^ 

Wee 11 make afplemne vvager on your cunnings,- ' ’ ' 

I hav t, when in your motion you are hot and drv. 

As makeyour bouts more violent to that end. 

And that he calls for drinke, rie have prefer^ 

A Chalice for chenrmce,.vyhereon burfi^^^^ 

R he by chance efcapeyour venom’dtucke, . - : " ^ 

Ourpurpofemay hold there.: Bat flay, whacnoife?. 

. " EnUr 



' f 0/ Denmarkc. , 

One vvoe dothtread upon pothers heeie, . ; 

So faft they follow : your lifter’s drown’d Laertes, 
laer. Drown’d 1 6 where? 

There is a willow growcs alcaunt the brook, 

-That^ewes bis hoarie leaves in the glalfie ftreame. 

Therewith fantafticke garlands did Ihc make 

pf Crow-flowers, Nettles, Dafies,' and long Purples, 

That liberall fhepheards give a grofler name, 

But our culcold maids do dead mens fingers call the, 

Thereon the pendant boughes her Coronet weeds . 

Clambring to hang, an envious fliiver broke. 

When downe her weedy tropheys andherfelle 
Fellintheweepingbrooke,her clotheslpred wide, 

And Mermaid-like a whilethey bore her up. 

Which time Ihe chanted fnatches of old laudsn 
As one incapable of her owne diftrefle. 

Or like a creature native and indued ■ . 

Unto that element, but long it could not be 

Till that her garments heavie with their drinke 

Puld the poore wench &qm her melodious lay . . 

To muddy death, ; 

Alafle then is flie drown d ? , 

Quee. Drown’d, drown’d. , 

■L<»tf?-.Too much ofwater haft thou pQ 9 reO^^//W* . , 

And therefore I forbid my t;earesi,buc yet,; 
:Itisourtcicke,natoreherCuftom_e holds, 
tecfliamefaywhatitwilijwhenthefearegonei- 
Thewoman willbe out. Adieu my Lord, 
/Ihavealpeechafirethatfeinevypuldbla^,,;,: 

But that this folly drownesitivj.fv- 

:-rKm^.Ltt’s(o^Q\y ^ertrard; ' ■ ' . 

How much ihad to doe to calme his rage ! • 

Now fearel this will give it ftartagainc, ' . 

Therefore let’s follow. -i :: .-.^xemt*:- ■: 

EnterWpC/fWnes,: - . 

■ r is flie tobeburied in,C^hriftwn:butMlt!when fliC Wilful- 

iy feekes her bwne lalvation? 

X 3 Othe. 
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The Tragedy o/Hamlct 

Othe,l tell thee (hee is, therefore make her grave flraight ,tli 6 
Crowner hath (ateon her, and finds it Gfariftianburiall. ° 
C4?».How can that be,unlefle he drown’d her felfe in her own 
defence ? ^ 

Oth. Why ’tis found lb. 

C/ow- It muft be fo oftended, it cannot beelfe ; for here licsthe 
oint, if I drowne my felfe wittingly it argues an a61 , and an aft 
ath three branches, it is to ad, to doe, to performe,orall}ihcc 
drown’d her felfe wittingly. 

, Nay but heare you goodman delver. 

Clow. Give me leavc,here lyes the water .good .here Hands the 
man, good, if the man goe to this water and drowne himlelfe,itis 
will he nill he; he goes, marke you that :but if the water come to 
him and drowne him, he drownes not himl’elfe ; argali hee that is 
not guilty of his owne death Ihortens not his ownc life. 

Oth. But is this law ? 

Clow. I marry is’t, Crowners queft law. 

Oth. Will you ha the truth ant't,ifthis had not been a Gentle* 
woman Ihe Ihould have bin buried out a Chriftian buriall. 

Clow. Why there thou laift,and the more pitty that great (bike 
fhould have countenance in this world to drowne or hang them* 
felves, more than their even Chriften : Come my fpade,thercis no 
ancient Gentlemen but Gardeners, Ditchers, and Grave-mato, 
they hold up Adams profeflton. 

Was he a Gentleman 
C/oB,. A was the firft that ever bore armes. 
lie put another queftion to thee , if thou anlwereft mee not to the 
purpofe, confefle thy felfe. 

Oth.Gotto. 

Clow. What is hee that builds flronger than either the Mafon, 
the Shipwright,or the Carpenter ? 

Oth.'Xhe. gaIlowes-maker,for that out-lives a thouland tenants. 
Clo. I like thy wit well in good faith, the gallowes does well, but 
how does it well ? it does well to thofe that do ill, now thou doeft 
ill to fay the gallovies is built ftronger than the Church, argali the 
gallowes may doe well to thee. }To;c againe, come.. . 

Oth. Who biiilids ftronger than a Mafon , a Shipwright, or a 



0/ Denmark^ 

/>/.«. t, tell me that and unyoke. L- 

Oth . Marry now I can tell. 

C/wicvJlgel thy brains no more about it,lSr yott dull afle ml 
not mend his pace with beating,& when yi m are askt this qudlio 
next-fay a grave-maker, the houfes he makes laft till Doomefday, 
Goe get thec in, and fetch me a (hope of liquor^ 

. In youth when 1 did love did love. 

Me thought it was very Iweet 

To contradf O the time for a my behove, 

0 me thought there a was nothing a meet. 

Enter UamUt and Horatio. 

Ham. Has this fellow no feeling of his bufineltc ? a fings in 

^Sr!cuft?me hath made it in him a property of eafinefle. 
HalTis cen fo, the hand of little emploiment hath the daintier 
flow.Bat age with his ftealing fteps Seng . (lenle, 

hath clawed me in his clutch. 

And hath fhipped me into the land, 

as ifl bad never bin fuch. , u u 

Ham.lhit skull had a tongue in it,and could fing once, how the 
knave jowks it to the ground ,as if ’twere C 4 /W jaw-bone, that 
did the firft murthcr : this might be the pate of a Polititian which 
this affe now ore-reaches, one that would circumvent God,mighc 
it not ? 

/fcr.j.Ttmightmy Lord. - ^ , 

Ham. Or of a Courtier , which could fay , Good morrow my 
Lord, how doeft thou fweec Lord ? This might be my Lord fuch 
a one , that praifed my Lord luch a ones horfe when a meant to 
beg it, might it not? 

1 my Lord. ,, , 

Ha.~Why een lb,and now my Lady worms Choples,and knocKC 
about the mazer witha Sextens fpade ; here’s fine revolution and 
wehadthetricketofee’tjdid thtfe bones coft no more the bree- 
ding but to play at loggit s with them ? mine ake to think on t. 
Clow. A pickax and a (pade a (pade, 
foranda Ihrowdinglbeet, 

o 
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Tjpe Tragedy of Hsimht 

Oapitof clay for to be made , , r i'- ..r ...v 

for fuch a guett is meet. • j ■ j _ 

H^j.There’s another, why may not that be the skull df a t aw’iet j 
where be, his quiddities now, his quillities, his cafes, his tenures 
and his tricks ?>^hy does he faflFer this mad knave now to knocke 
him about the fcbnce with a dirty fhbvylt, and will not tell him of 

hisadtions bfbattery?hum : this fellow might be in’s time a 
buyer of land , with- his ftatutes,, his recognifances i his fines, bis 
double vouchers, his recoveries., to have his fii le pate ful 1 of line 
dirt : will vouchers vouch him no more of his purchales and dou- 
bles, than the length and bredth of a paire of Indentures ? the ve- 
ry conveiances of Jhis land will'lcarcely ly e in this boxe, and muft 
th’inheriror himfelfe have no more ? ha ? 

NotajOtmoremyLord. ^ • 

notparchment made of Ibeep-skins ? 

Imy Lord,andWcalve-skinstp6' 

Mam. They afie'flieep and calves which feeke Out a'fluranc^in 
that. Iwillfpeaketotbis fellow: Whofe grave’s this firrah? ■ 
Clow. Mine fir, or a, pit of clay for to be made. 

Ham. I thinke it’s thine indeed, fdt thou lyeft in’t. 

, C/w., You lye put on’t fir, and therefore ’tis not yours : for my 
part I doe not lye in’t, yet it is mine- ' 

Ham. Thou dofi lyein’r,to bein’fand lay it is*thine,’tisfor the 
dead, not for the quicke, therefore thou lyeft. 

- C/w. ’Tisaqujcke lyefir,’twillagaine from metoyou, 
Jf/rw. What pjan doeft thou digge it for? ' 

For nomanfir, ■ ' 

What woman then .? 

C/cM?. For none neither. 

Who is to be buried in’t ? 

C low. One that was a woman fir, bur reft her lbule,fliee’s dead. 
H «zw,How ablblut e the knaye is, we muft Ipeake by the card, or 
equivocation will undous. Bythelord H«r<s(f/«?this g.yeeresi 
have took note of it, the age is grown lb picked, that the toe of the 
pelant comes lb neere the heele of the Courtier,he galls his kibo. 
How long haft thou been a Grave-maker > , : ' . 

Clow. Ofrhe dayes i’ch yeare I came to’t that day that bur laft 
K\X\^Hamltt ovQxcam^ Fort inbrafe. 

Ham- 




Prince of XytvmAt, 

j7rf»Wi.How long is that fince ? 

; do. Cannot you tell that ? every fbole c4n teJI that j it ms that 
Very day that young Hamlet was borne , hcc that is mad and fent 

into£»j'/<*vd. 

I marry, why was he fent into 

'Clow. W hy P becaufe a was mad, a fhall recover his wits there, 
or if a doe not ’tis no great matter there. 

Ham.Vlby} 

('lo.'TmW not be leen in him there/here are raenas mad as he. 
Ham. How came he mad ? 

. C low. y tty ftrangely they lay. 

Ham. How ftrangely ? 

Claw Faith een with lofing his wits. 

Upon what ground ? 

Clow. W hy here in Denmarhe : I have bin- Sexton here man 
and boy thirty yeeres. 

Ham, How long will a man lye i*th earth ere he rot ? 

Clow, Faith if a be not rotten before he dye, as wee have many 
pocky coarles that will Icarce hold the laying in , a will laft yon 
eight ycere, or nine yeerej a Tanner will laft you nine yeere.' 
Why he more than another ? 

Clow.\Nhy fir his hide is (b ran’d with his trade,rhat a wiill keep 
out water a great while, and your water is albredecayerofyour 
Whorfondead body: here’s a skull now hath lycn you i’th earth 
Whofe was it.? (aj.yeares.; 

Qt A whorlon mad fellows it wasjwhofe do you think It was?. 

Nay I know not. 

f/w.A peftilenccon him for a mad rogue,a pour’d a flaggonof 
Kbeniflionmyheadoncei this fame skull fir, was fir Torkhs 
skull the Kings Jefter. ^ ^ 

This ? 

Clow. Eenthat. 

knew him Heratk, afcllow of mBnk& 
fanH excellent fancy, he hath bore me on his backe a thou- 

pnroA^T^*’ bow abhorred in my imagination it is ? my 

hoivr,ft It. Here hung thole lips that I have kift I know not 

your gamboled your fongs, 
/ nalhes of merriment , that were wont to fee the table on a 

M roare.? 






The Tragedy of Hamlet 

toare ? not one now to mock youf own grinning ? quite ehepfaln ? 
No?wg€,tyoutOiny LadiektaWe» and tell her, lether paintan 
tiiickjto this favour fhe muft come; make her laugh at that. 
Prethee^(?r4#/'o tell me one thing. ' ' 

Hom. What’s that my Ltsrd ? 

■ thou think u4lexa»der lQdkta. this fafhion i’th ear^h? 

JIora.EenCo. 

Ham. And fmelt Co ? pah. 

Hora. Een fo my Lord. 

jy^w-Towhatbafeufes we mayreturne£T(?r<<r/V! Why may 
not imagination trace the noble duft of Alexander till a findeit 
flopping a bung-hole. 

. Twere to confider too curioufly to confider fo. 

No faith not a jot, but to follow him thitherwithmodefty 
enough, and likelihood to lead it. Alexander died,Alexa»derms 
buried, Alexander recurnech to duft, the dnfl is earth,of earth we 
make lome, jSc why of that lome whereto he was converted might 
they not flop a Beere-barrell ? 

Imperious Cafar dead and turn’d to clay 
Might ^p a hole to keepe the wind away. 

C) that that earth which kept the world in awe, 

§hould'pa^ha wallt’expBllthewatersftaW! ■ 

But {off , but loft a:while,here comes the King, JEnfer Kinp 

’Jhei^een,the Courtiersrwho is this they follow , Que.Laertes 
Ahd^iiyitb liicb maimed rites ? this doth betoken, andthecorfe^ 
Xhcboa^exl^fo^^ : •> v 

Fordbe its owne life; ’twasoflbmeeftate;. 

Couch wc a vvhi le and marke. 

What Ceremony elle ? 

Ham. That is Laertes .fl. very noble youth.- 
What Ceremony eke ? 

Herobfequies havebin asfarinlarg’d 
As vve have warranty ; her death was doubtfull. 

Arid blit that great command orc-(wayes the order,. 

She piould inground unfamflified bin lodg’d 
’Jjllihc laft trumpet :fpr charitable prayers, 

F lint^ ^d pebbles fhould be throwne on her, 

Tct here fhe is, allow’d her virgin ritesj • 

iicr 



frlnce of DenmAz* 

Her maiden ftrewments, and the bringing home 
Ofbelland buriall. 

Xrfifr. Muft there no morebe done ? 

Pflii No more be done : 

We Ihould profane the ferviceofthedead, 

Tofing a and filch reft toher 

As to peace-parted Ibules. 

Laer. Lay her i’tb earth. 

And from her faire and unpolluted flefli 
May violets fpring : I tell thee churlifh Prieft 
A miniftring Angel ftiall my lifter be 
When thou lyeft howling. 

W hat ? the faire 

Quee. Sweets to the fweet,farewell, 

I hop’t thou fliouldft have bin my Hamlets wife, 

I thought thy bride-bed to have .deekt fweet maid. 

And not have ftrew’d thy grave. • 

Laer. O treblewoe I 

Fall ten times double on that curfed head, 

Whofe wicked deed thy moft ingenuous fenfe 
Deprived thee of: hold off the earth a while. 

Till I have caught her once more in mine armes. 

• Now pile your duft upon the quicke and dead. 

Till pf this flat a mountaine you have made 
T’oretopold Pf//o»,or the skyifhhead 
Ofblew •. I 

FSiw. What is he whole griefe , n ' ; 

Bearesfuch an m/>iE>.* 7 ?j,whole pbrafe offorrow 
Conjures the wandring flats, and makes them ftand 
Like wonder- wounded hearers ? ’tis I, 

Hamlet theD^ne. . . ' 

The Divcll take thy Ionic. 

■?y^w.ThOupfay’ft not well; Ipretheetake thy fingers f^orri 
For though I am hot Ipleenative and rafh, ( my throat. 

Yet have I in me Ibmething dangerous, 

Which let thy wil^ciorae feare ; hold off thy hand. 
A^wj-.Pluckethemalundcr. , 

.Qnee.Hamlet iHajttlet, , 

Mz ids. 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 

uiS. (Sentlemen, 

Bora. Good mjr Lord be quiet. 

I will fight with him upon this thcara 

Untill my eyc-Iids will no longer wagge. 
j^ee. O my Ibnnc, what theame ? 

Ham. I lov’d Of he Hay forty thouland brothers 
Could not with ail their quantity of love 

Make up my (iim : What wilt thou doe for her? 
Kiug.Oht'ismiidLaertes. ' 

Quee. For love of God forbears him. 

Ham. Swounds Ibew me what thou’t doffs 
Woojt weep, woo’t fight, woo’t faft , woo’t teare thv 
Woo t dank up Efill,eat a Crocodile? ffelfe, 

^e doe t ; doeft thou come here to whine? 

To out-face me with leaping in her grave ? 

Beburied qmcke with her, and fo will I ; 

And if thou prate ofmountaines, let them throw 

Millions ofacres on us, till our ground 

Cindging his pate againft the burning Zone, 

Make Oj/^ like a wart j nay and thou’lt mouth 

Ilcrant as well as thou. , ^ ^ 

This is meere madnefle. 

And thus a while the fit will worke on him i 
Anon as patient as a female Doe, 

When that her golden cuplets are difclos’d, 

HiS nicncc will fit drooping, 

Heareyoii ^ 

What is the rea Ion that you ufe me thus ? ' ‘ 

I lov d you well, but it is no matter, * 

Let «rrc«/<r/himfelfedoe whathemay 

^oodOertrard fet Ibme watch over your Ibnnc, ' : ^ ' 

This Grave Ihall have a living monument, ’ ' - 

;“!] of quiet thereby (hall we fee, 

then in patience our proceeding be, xettnil 

Enur 
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Prince of Dcnmarke; 

Enter Hatnlet and Horatio, 
jf^.Somoch fcff this fir,now fhall youfcc the others 
You doe remember all the circumftance. 

H«r. Remember it my Lord ? 

LLjw.Sirin my heart therewas a kfnd of fighting 

That would not let me fleep, me thc^ht I lay 

Worfe than the mutines in the Bilbo’ s, rafhly. 

And prais’d be ralbnefle for it ; let us know 
Our indilcretion Ibmetimes ferves us well 
when our deep plots do fall , & that fhould learn uS, 
There’s a divinity that ftiapes our endsj 
Rough hew them how we will. 

Horrf. That is moft certaine. 

Hrfw.Upfrom my Cabbin, 

My fea-gowne fcarft about me, in the datke 
Grop’t I to find out them, had my defire. 

Finger’d their packet, and in fine vvithdrew 
To mine owne roomc againe, making fo bold 
fMy fcares forgetting manners j to unfold 
Their grand Commiffion, where I found, Heratiot 
A royall knavery, an exaft command. 

Larded with many feverall forts of realbns, . - ' ? ^ 

Importing health, and Engtands too, 

With hoc foch Bugs and Goblins in my life. 

That on the fiipervife, no leifure bated , 

No not to flay the grinding of the axe, ^ 

Myhead foould be flrookeoff. 

Is’t poflible ? 

BaMtit’s the Commiflion,read it at more leiluro: " 
But wilt thou heare now how I did proceed ? : 

Bora. I befeech you. 

Bam. Being thus be-netted round with villainesi, 
Or I could make a Prologue to my braines 
They had begun the Play : Hate me downe,' 

Devis’d a new Commiflion, wrote it faire; 
loncedidholdit, asour Statifts doe, 

A baferiefletp write faire , and labour’d much 
How to forgepthat learning ; but fir now 
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The Tragedy o/Hamlct 

^tdid me yeomans fervice jWiltjhou Jioow 
Th’efFc(ftofwhat Iwrote ^ 

Hora. 1 good my Lord. 

Ham. An earned conjuration ftom the King, 

As England was his faithfull tributary. 

As lovebecween them like the Palmemightflouriih, , 

As peace fhould ftiilherwheatengarland weare. 

And ftand a Comma tweene their amities. 

And many fuch like, as fir of great charge. 

That on the view and knowing ofthefe contents, 

W ithout debatement further more or leflTc 
He fhould thole bearers put to liiddeh death. 

Not Ihriving time allow’d. 

How was this leal’d ? 

Ham. Why even in that was heaven ordinant : 
Ihadmyfathersfignetinmypurlei,. ' 

Which was the modell of that i) 2 ?«i^fea)le. 

Folded the writ up in the forme of th’other, 

Sublcrib’d it, gave’t thimpreflion, plac’d it iafely. 

The changling never known j now the next day 
Was our fea-fight, and what tothiswas fcquenc 
Thou know’ft already. . 

Hor.So^Hj/lde»iternzt\dRoJencrdtis^oto't. 

Afrf.Theyarenotneare my confcience.their defeat 
Does by their owne infinuation grow; 

’ris dangerous when the bafer nature comes ‘ : ' : ' 

Between the pafle and fell incenled points ■ ^ K 

Ofmighty oppofites. 

Afur. Why what-a King is this! 

AA«»?. Doesit not, think you, ffand me now upon ? 

He that hath kill’d my King, and whor’d my mother, ^ 

Popt in between fh'eledidn and my hopes, r : . 

Throwne out his angle for rhy proper life. 

And with luch colenage , is’t not perfeft cohlcience } 

Enter aComtier. 

Cour. Your Lordlliip is right welcome backe to 

A/itfw, I humbly thkijke you fifi ' : . . 

Doeft know this Water-flye f 

Hord', 



Trinceof Denmarke.’ 

No my good Lord. 

iAir>!».Thyflaceisi^e moregracioos, for’tisaviceto know 
Him ; he hath much land and fertill , let a beaft be Lord of beafts, 
and his crib lhall ftand at the Kings mefle ; ’tis a chough , but as I 
^iy,fpacions ihthe pofleffionof dirt. 

Lotfr. Sweet Lord, if your Lordibip were at leiliire I Ibould im- 
part a thing coyou from his Majefty. 

^ I will receive it fir with all diligence of Ipirit; your bon- 

net to hisright ufe,'tis for the head. 

fo/tr. I thank your Lordfhip, ’tis very hot. 

ffam. No beleeve me ’tis very cold, the wind is Northerly. 

Cour. It is iadiffereiit cold my Lord indeed. 

Ham. But yet me thinks it is very fbultry and hot, for my com- 
plexion. 

Cour. Exceedingly my Lord, it is very foultry, as ’twere I can- 
not tellhow : my Lord,his Majefty bad me fignifie unto yon, that 
a has laid agreat wager on your head, fir this is the matter. 

Af<?j». I befeech you remember. 

Cour. Nay good my Lord, for my eafe in good faith . Sir here is 
newly come to Court Laertes , beleeve mee an abfolute Gentle- 
man, full of moft excellent differences , of very loft fociety, and 
great fhewing rindeed, to fpeake feelingly of him, he is the Card 
or Kalendar of Gentry, for you fhall findc in him the continent of 
what part a Gentleman would fee^ 

Ham. Sir, his definement luffers no perdition in you, though I 
know to dividebim inventorially, would dizzie th’arithmetiek of 
memory, and yet but raw neither inrelpedofhisquickefaile; 
but in the verity ofextolment,! take him to be foule of a great ar- 
ticle, and hisinfufion offuch dearth and rarene(Te,as to make true 
di*ftionofhim,hisfemblableis hismirrour, and who elfe would 
trace him, his umbrage, nothing more. 

0«r. Your Lordfhip (peakes moftinfallibly ofhim. 

Ham. The concernancy fir, why do yye wrap the Gentleman in 
our more rawer breath ? 

Cour.sk. 

Hora. is’c not poflible to underftand in another tongue , you 
will doe’t fir really. 

‘ Whatiihportsthenominationofthis Gentleman? 

Cour. 
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Ccuy. Of Laertes f * 

Hora. His purfe is empty already> all's golden Words are roent' 

J/kw. Of nim fir. " * 

Co«r . I know you are not ignorant. 

If am. I would you did fir j yet in faith if yon did it would not 
much approve me ; well fir. 

^of/r. You arc ignorant of what excellence Laertes is. « 

Ham. I dare not confefie that, left I ftiould compare with him 
in excellence j but to know a man well were to know himfelfe. 

Coftr. I meane fir for his weapon ,but in the imputation laid on 
him by them in his meed bee’s unfcllowed. 

Ham. What’s his weapon? 

CoHr. Rapier and dagger. 

Ham. That’s two of bis weapons ; but well. 

Ceur. The King fir hath wager’d wish him fixe Barbery horfes, 
againft the which be has impawn’d as I take it fix Trench Rapiers 
and Poniards, vyith their aflignes, as girdle, hanger, and fo : three 
of the carriages in faith are very deare to fancy, >ery refponfiveto 
the hilts,moft delicate carriages, and of very liberall conceit. 

Ham. What call you the carriages ? 

Hera. I knew you muft be edified by the margin ere you had 
done. 

The carriages fir are the hangers. 

The phrafe would be mord^german to the matter if wee 
could carry a cannon by our fides, I would it might be hangers till 
then : but on,fixe Barbary horfes againft fixe French Iwords, their 
aflignes, and three liberall conceited carriages, that’s the French 
bet againft the Danijh, why is this all you call it ? 

Ceur. The King fir, hath laid fir,^at in a dozen pafles betweene 
your felfe and him he {hall not exceed you three hits, he hath laid 
on twelve for nine,and it would come to immediate triall;if your 
Lordlhip would vouchfefe the anfwcr. 

Ham. How if I anfwer no ? 

Ceur. I meane my Lord the oppofition ofyour perfbn in triall* 

Ham. Sirlwill walkeherein the hall, ifitpleaie his Majeftie, 
it is the breathing time of day with me, let the foiles be brought, 
the Gentleman willing, and the King hold his purpofe, I will win 
for himand Icanjifnot,Iwillgaine nothing but my lhame and 

the odde hits. 



Trince o/Dcntnarkcr 

Fgur. shall I deliver you fb > 

Ifam. Tothis ef&a fir, after what flourifli your nature Will. 

feur. I commend my duty to your Lturdfiiip. 

ffam. Yours does well to commend it himlelfe , there arc no 
tongues elfe for his turne. 

Jlera. This Lapwing runs away with the fhell on his head. 

Bam. A did lb fir with his dugge before a flickt it ; thus has he 
tc many more of the fame breed that I know, the droflie age dotes 
on,oncly got the tune of the time, and out of an habit ouncoun- 
tcr,akindeof mifty colledfion , which carries them through and 
through the moft profiine and trennowned opinions j and we but 
blow them to their triall, the bubbles are out. 

Enter a Lord. 

Lord. My Lord*, his Majeftie commended him to ycuby young 
Oftr>cke,"\vhffbiiags back to him that you attend him in the hall, 
he fends to know if your pleafure hold to play mthLaertesjot that 
you will take longer time ? 

Ham. lamconftaniiiiomy pujipoles, they follow the Kings 
pleafere ; if his-fi Aefte fpeaks, mineis ready, now or whenfoever, 
provided I be fo aole as now. 

Lord. The ]^g and Queen and all are comming downe. 

In happy time. 

Lord. ThcC^cendefiresyoutoufe Ibme gentle entertainment 
to Laertes before you goe to play. 

Ham. She well in^u6f s me. *- 

You will fo{e my Lord. 

^ H*iw. I doe not thinke fo,fince he went into France I have bin 
in mntinuall pra6lice y I fhall win at the oddes :■ thou wouldft not 
think how ill all’s here about my heart, but it is no matter. 

Nay good my Lordi 

Ham. It is but foolery, but it is liich a kind of game-giving as 
Would perhaps trouble a woman. 

Hora. If your mind diflike any thing obey it , I fhall foreftall 
their repaire hither, and fa.y you are not fit. 

’ ^ whir, we defie Augury, there is a Ipeciall providence 

in the ftllof a Sparrow :if it be, ’tis not to come, if it bee not to 

cotne,itvvillbe 
neflfe is all, 








TheTragedy of Hamlet 

feavebetimes, let be. 

^tahlcfretared,Drum,T^^^^ 

:^>tg. Come Hamlet, come, and take this hand from me. 
Ham. &ive me your pardon fir, I havedone you wrong. 

But pardon t as you are a Gentleman : this prefence knowes. 
And you muft needs have heard how I am puniflit 
With a fore diftraftion ; what I have done 
That rm’ght your nature, honour, and exception 
Roughly awake, I here prodaime was madnefle. 

Was t Hamlet wrong’d Laertes ? never Hamlet ; 

Ir Hamlet from bimfelfe be tane away^ 

And when hee’s not himfelfe does wrong Laertes y 

Then does it not, denies it: 

Who does it then? his madnefle; if ’c be lb, 

Hamlet fadionthat is wronged. 

Hi s madnefle is poore Hamlets enemy ; 

Let my difelaiming from a purpos’d evill - 

Free me fo farre in your moft generous thoughts!. 

Thkihavelhotmyarrowore thehoufe, ^ 

And hurt my brother. • 

L^er. lamfatisfied in nature, 

Whofemotivein thiscafr fliouldfb'rtememofl-- : 

To my revenge, but in my tearmes of honour r ' 

Iftand aloofe,and wiJInoreconciJemcnr^ • ' > w 
Till by Ibme elder Matters of knowne honour 
I have a voice and prefident of peace 
To my name ungor’d : but all that time 
T doe receive your ottered love like love. 

And will not wrong it. , 

^ Ha.\ embrace it freely, and will this brothers wager 
frankly play. ® 

Giveusthefbiles, 

Come,onefbrme. 

HamJih be your foileZ^e^-rwjin mine ignorance 
Your skill flialllikea ttarrei’tfadarkeft night. 

Sricke fiery off indeec). 

Laer. Youmocke meiiri . 
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Trhce o/Dcnmarke. 

HrfW' No by this hand. 

j(if/.Give them the foi Is young OjrickS<^6(iriHam^ 

You know the wager. 

Ham. Very well my Lwd : 

Your Grace has laid the oddes a’th weaker fide. 

I doe not feare it, t have leen you both, 

But fince he is better we have therefore oddes. 

Laer- This is too heavie, let me fee another, 
flit. This likes me wel,thefe foils have all a length 
Ofir. I my good Lord. 

Kwg. Set me the ftoops of wine upon the table : 

If give the firtt or lecond hit. 

Or quit in anlwer of the third exchange. 

Let all the battlements their Ordnance fire j 
The King fhall drink to better breath. 

And in the cup an Onyx fhall he throw 
Richer than that which fourefucceffive Kings 
In Demarkj Crown have worn. Give me the cUps, 

And let the Kettle to the Trumpet fpeakc. 

The Trumpet to the Canoneer without. 

The Cannons to the heavens, thie heavens to earth* 

Now the King drinkes to Hamlet : come begin, 

And you the Judges beare a warie eye. 

Ham. Come on fir. 
i«r.ComemyLord. , 

Ham.Oms ' 

Laer.'^O. 

Judgement. 

Ahit,averypalbablehit. Z)rum,Trumpets,a»dJl6ts 
Zrffn Well, againe, FlouriJh,aPeece goes off, 

Kmg. Stay, give me drinke, Hamlet this pearle is thiiie, 

Here s to thy health : give him the cup. 

Ham. He play this bout firtt, let it by a while, 

Come, another hit, what fay you 
I doe confeft. 

TCi»g-. Our fonne fhall win. 

Qaee. Hee’s fat and leant of breath. 

Here Hamlet, take my napkin, wipe thy browes ; 

N a The 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 

The Queen carowfes to thy fortune Hamlet ^ 

Ham. Good Madam. 

King’ ^ertrard doe not drinke. 

Quee. I will my Lord. I pray you pardon me.' 

King. Jt is the poylbncdcup, it is too late. 

Ham. I dare not drinke yet Madam,by and bv« 

Come, let me wipe thy fiicc. ' ^ 

My Lord He hit him now. 

I doe not think’t. 

haer. And yet it is almoft againft my conicience. 

Ham, Come, for the third Laertes, yoa doc but dallyi 
I pray you pafle with your beft violcnccj ^ 

I am fure you make a wanton of me. 

Laer.Stiy you lb f come on. 

Oi?r. Nothing neither way. i • 

Z«rr. Have at you now* i, 

Part them, they are incens*c^ 

Ham . Nay come againe. 

O/r.Looke to the Queen there ho. 

Hot a. They bleed on both fides, how is’t my Lord ? 

Ofir.iio'ftis’tLaertes? 

Why as a woodcock to mine own Iprindgc 
lamjuitly kill d with mine owne treachery. 

Ham. How does the Queene ? 

King . She Ivvounes to fee them bleed. 

drinkjO my deare Hamlerl 
^ i he drinke, the drinke, I ati"i poyfoned. 

H^m. O villaine ! ho let the doorc be lockt. 

Treachery, feeke it out. 

Laer. It is here Hamlet ; thou art flaine* 

No medicine in the world can doe thee good* 

In thee there is not halfean houres life. 

The treacherous inftrument is in thy hand, ^ 

Unbated and envenom’d, the foule praaice 
Hath turn’d it felfe on me ; lo here I lye 
Never to rife againe : thy mother’s poyfon’d, 
lam no more, the King, the King’s to blame.' 

HdiTne point envenom’d too, then venom to thy ^Ork« 



Trince Of Denmaikc^ 

Jill. Trealbn, treafon. 

King. O yet defend me friends,! am but hurti 
Ham. Here thou inceftuous damned Dane, 
Drinkeoffthispotion : is the Onyxhere? 

Follow my mother. ffelfe. 

LaeB& is juftly ferv’d, it is a poyfon temper’dby him- 
Exchange foi^ivencfle with me noble Hamlet ^ 

Mine and my fathers death come not upon thecj 
Northine on me. 

Ham. Heaven make thee free of it, I follow thee ; 

I am dead Horatio , wretched Queen adieu. 

You that lookc pale and tremble at this chancCj 
That are but mutes or audience t&this aa, 

Ibd I but time (as this fell Sergeant death 
Is Aria in his arreft) O I could tell you j ' 

But let it be ; I am dead. 

Thou Uveft, report me and my caufe aright 
Totheun&tisfied. ' 

Never beleeve it, 

I am more an antique Roman than a Danel^ 

Here’s yet fome liquor Icft^ 

H«ffi>.Asth’art a man 

Give me the cup, let goe,by heaven He hav’t : 

0 God what a wounded name. 

Things ftanding thus unknown, fliall I leave behind mc^ 

If thou didft ever hold me in thy heart 
Abfent thee from felicity a while. 

And in this harlh world draw thy breath inpaine 'Amarcha 

To tell my ftory ; what warlike noife is this ? far re off. 

Enter Ofricke. 

0/f. Young Forr/»^r4j(7<r withcongueftcomefrom Poland 
Th’Embairadors England givesthis warlike volly. 

Ham. O I dye Horatio, 

The potent poyfon quite ore-growes my^irit j 

1 cannot live to heare the newes from England^. 

But I doe prophefie the eledion lights 

On Portinhrajfe ; he has my dying voice, 

Sotdl him, withth’occurrents more and leflfe 

Which 









Tl?e Tragedy ©/ Hamlet 

Which have folicited : the reft in filence. 

Hora Now cracks a noble heatt, good night fweet 
And flight of Angels fitig thee to thy feft. (Princ(^ 
Why does the drum come hither ? 

Enter F ortinhrajfe, with the EfifhaJfadorSt 

Fort. WherSis thisfigfft. ? 

Hor. What is it yoii Would fee ? 

If ought of woe or wondet, ceafe yoiit fetreh ? 

Per. This quarry cryes on havock : O proud death j 
What feaft is tbward in thine infernall Cell> 

That thou fo many Princes at a {hot 
So bloudily haft ftrOOke ? 

Embaf. The fight isdifmall, 

And our affaires from England cOnie too late, 
Theeares arefenfelefle t bat fbould gives us heating; 
To tell him his commandement is fulfill'd. 

That %ofencraHs and Gttjldenfiern are dead. 
Where fliould we have our thanks ? 

Hor. from his mouth. 

Had it th’ability of life to thanke you ; 

He never gave commandement for their death. 

But fince fo jumpe upon this bloody queftioU 
You from the Pollack. wars,and you from England 
Are here arrived , give order that thefe bodies 
High on a ftagebe placed to the view. 

And let me Ipeake to’th yet unknowing world 
How thefe things came about ; fo flhall yOuheare 
Of cruelljbloody, and unnaturall ads. 

Of accidental! judgementsjcaluall (laughters, 
Ofdeaths put on by cunning, and for no caufe, 

And in this up(hat,purpofes miftooke, 

Falne on the inventors heads ; all this can I 
Truely deliver. 

Fort . Let us hafte to heare it, 

And call the nobleft tb the audience : 

For me, with Ibrrow I embrace my fortune, 

I have feme rights of memory in this kingdome. 
Which now to claime fny vantage doth invite me. 



Hera> 



Prince of Denmarke.^ 

Her4,OfthAt I fliall have alfo caufe to Ipeak, 

And from his mouth whole voice will draw no more: 
But let this fame be prcfently perform’d. 

Even while mens minds are wild, left more milchance 
On plots and errors happen. 

Fort. Let foure Captaines 
Beare Hamlet like a Souldier to the ftage. 

For he was likely, had he been put on, 

T’ have prov’d moft royall : and for his paffage* 

The Souldiers mufick and the right ofwarre 
Speake loudly for him. 

Take up the bodies ; foch a fight as this 
Becomes the field, but here (hewes much amifle. 
Goe bid the Souldier s (hoot. Sxeum* 
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